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ae tO King Hy the Second. 


the Second kept Roſamund the 
Daughter of the Lord Cl ard. as his 1 
His Sou having rebel d and inyaded or- 


mandy, the King was obliged to 20 againſt 
em; and fearing the Jealouſie of his Queen 

Elinor might 5 fatal to the beautequs 
Roſamund in his abſence, he built a La- 
byrinch or £ in Woodſtock- Park, ' where 
ſhe cou d be ſafe, tho at a little diſtance from 
the Palace. is Miſtris's Letter and the 


King's 4nſwer are the Argument of the wa 
Halen Hpiſtles 

F (Mighty Berry!) Thou canſt deign to (ee 
This, the laſt trouble thou' lt receive from me, 
1cvV'cy word my. Sorrow will appear, 


in ev'ry Line my Shame _ my Deſpait. 8 
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2 ROSAMUND 
Yet by my Love, but I the Name ſhall ſtain, 5 
By our paſt Joys, and by my future Pain, 
Think, I conjure thee, of my helpleſs State, 
And if for Love you cannot, read for Hate. 
Here thou may'ſt triumph or e a vanquiſhe Maid, 
And glory in the Ruins thou haſt made; 10 
| Here feaſt thy Eyes, and in this hatcful Scrout 
Behold the fad Reſemblance of my Soul. 
My Virgin Soul, which er'e twas ſtain'd by thee 
Was white, like this, ere ſully d chus by me. 
My Thought, My Wiſh, of all Offence were clear 
And the whole volume of my Life was fair, 
Till thy rude Hands the beauteous Page defi, 
And leſt me, like this blotted papet, ſoild. 
What by this Conqueſt cou dſt thou hope to win? 
The Spoil, alas! is yours, and yours the Sin. 20 
Why on my Name this Scandal did'ſt thou bring? 
Why with thy Deeds muſt my Diſhonour ring 
Fame never meddles with the mean and poor, 
The more our Greatneſs is, our Fault's the more, 
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to K. HENAI I. 3 
A Light wou'd little on the Ground appear, 
Which mounted in the, Air won'd ſeem a Star, 4 
Why on my Sexes Weakneſs did'ſt thou play, 4, N 
And make my Honour to thy Luſt a Prey? | 
How dearly have you bought the lawleſs Blils ? 
Your Infamy and Mine are both the Price. 30 
Yet my Soul ne'c conſented to this Ill, 

Nor was I once tranſported by my Will; 

For tho' by Force my Body has bcen thine, 
Heav'n knows I never would my Heart teſign. 
Had I an Object worthy of me ſeen, v 

My Lover youthful like my Love had been. 

True Love is ſimple like his Mother Truth, 

Love only kindly when tis Youth with Youth-. . 
Nothing more odious to our blooming Years 

Than the white F coſt of winter · blaſted Hairs. 40 
The Reins of Time no Sov reign Pow'r can hold, 
Swift is his Courſe, and Monarchs muſt be Old- 
Tho Honour our ambitious Sex may pleaſe, 

Age ev'n in Honour is a foul Diſeaſe. 
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This Nature deals'and/Death alike-to all, 


And Kings and Men ate equal in their Fall. 
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This to the World will aggravate my Shame, 
They'll fay, ſhe ſold her yet untainted Fame; 
Gold was the Fuel to her wanton Fire, 


What Charm has Age to kindle young Deſire ? 50 Bu 


No; the curſt Woman whom thy Preſents won Tit 
Was the vile Cauſe that I was thus undone, An 
The Circe ſhe by whoſe Enchantment charm'd Of 
A Monſter I became, by Guilt am thus transform d: To 
A Weetch, the baſe Betrayer of her Kind, | | 
Plague of my Peate and Poyſon of my Mind. 
May Want and Sickneſs be on Earth her Doom 
And Torment endleſs in the Life to Come. 
Say, Henry, how can I'be dear to thee, 
When thou ſo odious art become to'me? sol Ang 
My hapleſs Name with chine I lately found As 
Cut deeply in the Glaſs, a guilty Wound! And 
Fain from its place I would the Glaſs remove, 
But fear the Air will then bettay my Love. 
1 | 5 Agaii 


to K HENRY I 5 
Again I fain Wouw'd. waſh it out with Tears, 
And ſtill more eminent thy Name appeats: 

To cover it, in vain, my Hand I laid, | 
The Diamond witneſſes to what, it made; 
Thus Conſcience with repeated Terrors ſtings; 
Byr Conſcience is a Womans Dream to Kings. 70 
Time wars out other Griefs and dries our Tears, 
And Shame alone increaſes with our Years. 
Ofc for Diverſion in our Towr's I ly 
To ſee, in private ſuch as travel by; 
Thoſe ſpy me thro! the Walls and curſe my Sin, 
The Walls, methinks, confeſs the Wretch within: 
The Matrons rail at my abandon'd Life, 
To wrong the faireſt Quoen and chaſteſt Wite ; 
The Maids already wiſh me in my Tomh, 
And ſcarce have Patience till my Hour is come; 
As from Infection they my Dwelling fly, or 
And think the Fields polluted which are nigh. 
Well did you know a Monſter I thou'd be, 
When firſt this Labyrinth was built for me; 
| B 3 | Whoſe - 


6 ROSAMUND 

Whoſe dark Meanders, as they various wind, 
Are the true Image of my wandring Mind. 

The Clew that leads me out, conducts me in, 

And in a Circle thus I walk in Sin. 

My Woman in your Gallery I mer, 

Around with Beauties and with Heroes ſet; 90 
Of the fair Pictures that were hanging by 


Lueretia dying ſeiz'd her wondring Eye. 
Ah! who (ſhe curious askt) ſo Young and Fair 


F 

: 

I 

V 

Commits this lateſt Action of Deſpair ? 1 
A Roman Lady (I reply'd in haſt) v 
Her Name, which ſcarce I cou'd pronounce, was L 
C 

U 

T 

T 


Chaſt ; 
So like her Story and unlike my own, 
I bluſh'd to tell it out, and wiſh'd it done, 
Of my own Weakneſs, and her Wit afraid, 
I ſoon diſmils'd the too-enquiring Maid. 100 
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In this it only differs from Lucrece, pl 
My Wrong's as famous, but my Courage Se 
lels, TT 7 


My 
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0 K. HENARTI II. 7 
My Vertue ſore d that had been often try d, 
Like her I ſuffer'd and ſhou'd thus have dy d, 
By Fear provok d, or by the Virgins Rage, 

The Lily in her Cheeks and Roſe engage: 

By turns they both the beauteous Field poſſeſs, 
And now the Red is more, and now cis leſs. 
Thus in my Boſom diff'cent Paſſions move, 
Love yields to Guilt, and often Guile to Love. 110 
Again Remorſe uſurps her Tyrant-Reign, 

And tho I dream of Eaſe, I wake in Pain. 

When the Sun haſtning to the Weſtern Main 
Lengthens the Shadows and imbrowns the Plain, 
Oft by a neighb'ring Rivulet I ſtand 

Which wanders thro* our Meads on Golden Sand: 
There in the Cryſtal Stream I throw my Bait, 
The Fiſh are jealous of the fair Deceit; 

At Diſtance on the proffer'd Feaſt they look, 
Play near the Line, yet ſtill avoid the Hook; 120 
Senſeleſs themſelves, by Nature they are taught, 
They catch if they but touch, and dye if caught. 
| B g By 


AK 68 uu, 


8 


By Natüre tick, by Reaſon more ſecut'd, F 
I {ooh Ws tetiipted, and thy Bait devour'd. 
B 


My Name thit onte was honeſt to the Ear, 
None but the Wicked ahd Unthaſt will bear. 
The EiGrics. of out Houſe ho more will fine, 


No Mot tie Alien Eüncürb d bür Ene; I 
Clifford no more à ſpotleſs Fame can boaſt, * n 
In me their Vertue and their Pride are foſt: £36 

My Kindred Blood they will diſown with Scoth, p: 
And urge 1 was a ſparious Iſſue born: " 
Pure from their Spring the purple Current cue, © 
Tin 1 pohüten Ritt che generous Sereaih. 1 
Amid my Garden Wrdwftir By artful Hands - 
Dia ubed fr 6 Tobe nit; By 


Tue quiver'd Goddeſs tr6opsdf Nyniphs futtoudd, I 
Defend the fight, and guard the fallow Ground. W. 
As where Aeon brite in Ambuſh Mid, 
With impious Eyes ſurvey'd thi Tmortal Maid, 
For this be dy'd, 'for this his Hotinds pirſicTy: 
| The Hunter, Stag, und Him that fed em ſſetv. 


From 


to K. HINAITI HK &O6H 

* my own Thoughts 1 thus attempt to 
By them I'm Rill purſu d. and of their Wounds ſhall 

die. | | 
When in our Lawns the Dew 1 gently fweep, 
The Flow'rs, the tender Herb, 1 fancy, weep: 
Exch Sigh of Wind 1 hear, cach Drop I ſee, 
Thus Guilt deceives me, is, I think, for me. 
| find no Help, no Hope, where'r I go, / 
But Scenes of new Deſpair and conſtant Woe, 150 | 
In the fair Cabinet of wondrous Coſt 
Thy treach'rous Gift er I my Honour {dft. 
Amymone, wis wrought, a barmicis Maid, 
By Neptune, an adult'rous God, berray'd, 
Who proftrate at this Feet implores m vain, 
With lifted Hands, che Tyrant of the Main. 
The God was btind, like Henry, to her Tears, 
Deaf to herSighs, and heedlefs of her Pray'rs: 
My Fate in hers was eminemly ſhown, + 
ſee the Meaning a am undone. 160 


Here 


10 ROSAMUND. 
Here too (alas! too late I'ſee it now) 

The Love of Jove chang d I» to a Cow; 
With Argus hundred Eyes the Fair was kept, 


Who always wak'd with ſome, and ſcarce with 
others ſlept: 


Thus watch'd by ſovereign Juuo's high Decree ; 
And Elinor 's as wiſe, as fierce as ſhe. © 
In this, my future Ils 1 might have ſeen, 

And till been guiltleſs to thy injur'd 2 
In this thou well haſt imitated Fove, 
Since to a Beaſt thou haſt transſorm d thy 
Love, 170 
Worſe ſar than any of the forked Kind; | 
A Monſter both in Body and in Mind. 
My ſickly Tapers give a doubtful Light, 
Burn dim in Clouds of Miſt, and mock my Sight, 
As if my Breath was poys'nous to the Flame, 
And Light fled from me as it flies from Shame: 
The dreadful Minute then I call ro Mind, 
When with blue Rays the dying Tapers ſhin'd, 
As 
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to K. HE NAT I: 11 
As at the preſence of a riſing Ghoſt, 
When the dear Treaſure of my Youth I loſt. 180 
If thro' the Glaſs the Stars by chance appear, 
I dread their Silver Beams, and'ſkrink with Fear, 
Since all this Horror then to thee belongs, 
Take, Take my Life, and rid me of my Wrongs: 
A Plot contrive that I by Law may bleed, 
Lay Treaſon to my Charge, ru own the Deed, 
My Life's a Blemiſh to thy Glorious Name, 
My Death again will make thee dear to Fame. 
In mercy, HEZ NR, hear my lateſt Pray r, 
view my Diſtreſs, and pity my Deſpair. . 190 
This trueſt Act ot Friendſhip let me prove, 
As Lve been always faithful in my Love. 


King 


5 


is X. AEN RT 8. * 

King Henry II. 10 Roſamund, 40 

WY? AT Meſfage won'd moſt welcome be 
to thee, 


Such was thy Lemer, ſuch thy Friend to me. 
Such Pleaſure, when 1 baun thy Name, 1 


' found, 
And eccho od thro' the Camp the joyful Sound, 
How is it with my Roſamund, I cry d: 5 
Again I askt, the Man again reply d. 
Yer till to ask him I had ſomething new, 
Still fond of knowing mare, the more 1 knew. 
How fares it with my Miſtreſs, quickly tell, 
Say, is ſhe living, is ſhe fafe and well? 10 
The Seal, impatient of Delay, I tore, 
And read with Tears the doubrful Pages ore : In 
Nor cou'd I there thy Meaning oft perceive, Ex 
Or, if 1 ought to joy, or if to grieve. 
So much thy Love was mingled with Deſpair, WI 


It leſs increas d my Quiet than my Care. 
What 


to ROS AMUHN D. 43 
What Reaſon mas my Raſumumd ro mourn, 
Oc what to wiſh tor, but het Lords wetuvn? 
Tho neither Ne, nor my Return fhe wants, 
Why elfe this Anger, aheſe unleindd Complaints? · 20 
Why is my Paſſion, and my Service blam d, 12 
And why am 1 wich Sighs and Sorrow nam d: l 
Is this the Comfort I muſt hope to find, 
Is Love become the Burthen of her Mind? 
How can dhe wrong What all eſteem ſo Fair, 
Or what we ſee ſo Bright to Blots compare? 
Whoſe Beauties in fuch full Perſections ſhine, 
The Morntnight veil her Orient Face at thin 
Enough of other Troubles I have known, 
As well to Win as to deſend the Throne: 30 
Enougtr been puniſh'd by domeſtick Strife; 
In Sons rebellious and a jealous Wife: 
Ev'n now againſt their Father they declare, 
And urge my People to diſhoneſt War: 
While forein Laurels crown my ancient Brows, | 
They raze my Palaces and waſte my Houſe. 


Againſt 


„ . * E 
Againſt me Rome ſeditious Libels 1 
And thunders Curſes on my Subjects Heads. 
A Son ingrate revolted from his Sire 


Invades the Norman: Lands with Sword a 
Fire. 5 ä I 40 


Expos d to Dangers ln where. er l come, 
Attack d by Foes abroad, betray d at home, my 
Old Age and Jealouſie, the Vice of Years, 

This ſinks my Mind, and that my Body wears. 
Deſpairing of Relief in my Diſtreſs, 

Since thoſe increaſe it who ſhou'd make it leſs; 
No Beam of Joy but in my Love I fee, 

No Pleaſure in my mighty Griefs but thee. 

In thee I taſte the ſoft Delights of Peace, 


And, rack'd with Pain and Sorrow, dream ot 
Eaſe : 50 


This only Bleſſing why ſhould they refuſe, 
Or I the Privilege | of Subjects loſe ? 

The meaneſt Wretch is in his Laſs allow'd, | 
Nor Love forbidden to the ſeryile Crowd. 


Tie 
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| to N O0SAMVUN D. 15 
The Peaſant, when his daily Task is done, 
Hugs his brown Nymph, and thinks che World 
his own. 
Hard Fate! If Kings 8 4 
Their Right to Love which every Slave enjoys: 
Hard, if they muſt their Peoples Burthens bear, 
And not their Portion of their Pleaſures ſhare. 60 
Let my Son war, and let the Realms rebel, 14 
Let Rome condemn me to the Depths of Hell 4 
Let me be curs d, abandon'd, and cxil d. > 
By ſuch, as once ador'd me, be revil'd; 19 
Let Elinor rage, yet while my Love is ſaſe, 
PII ſcorn their Pow'r, and at their Fury laugh. 
I fear no Ill while Reſamund is mine, 
Nor at the worſt of Fortune will repine. 
Fortune is hers and on her Eyes ſhe waits, 
And what ſhe pleaſes to decree is Fate's. 70 
Were I grown feeble, were my Wiſhes cold, 
Did my Heart fail me, thou mighr'ſt think me 
Old; | 


With 


6 K HINAT . 
With «aſc 1 manage Gill the pranging &ecdl. 
Aud the fieree $quadrons to the Combge lepd 3 

By Night I ſleep contented on the Ground, 

I ſtart at no Fatigue and fear no Wound 3 

Nor Heats nor Colds my ſupple Joints can wrong, 
And Tmin all things, but Remembrance, Young. | 

Yer had my Age conſin'd me to my Bed, 79 
Had Care and Sickneſs ſunk my droaping Head, 
So pow'rſul are chy Charms, ſo ſwectchy Strains, 
*Twould fill with active Blood my wither d Wein: 
Nor need'ſt thou like miedea ſearch the Meads, 

The Mountains and the; Moods far Magick Weeds: 
Her poys nous Simples mixt with human Gare 

And Serpents) Seed. did As Month reſtore : 

A Word ifram thee co animate ex g © 

Her Drugs, her Bbilters, 306 Inſernal Spellas 

&:Glance of thipe-woau'd in an; Hour teſjore / 

Wbat, numerous Winters had, deſtroy” ꝗbeſote. 90 
My pondrous Arms with Pleaſure fill, I, bear 
And waye the dreadful Sword and maſſy Speat; 


128 
TIAL, 


to ROSA MUND. 17 
So much thy looks our vital Spirits cheat 
As the Earth ſmiles at the returning Year; 


When with new force the Sun his Beams dif- 
plays. 
And Nature pregnates with the Genial rays ; 
On the green Boughs, the Birds their Spouſals 
ng, 
And Winter flies before the riſing Spring 
Again, the Flow'rs the painted Field adorn 99 


The Loves, the Graces, and the Smiles return. 
Thus from thy Eyes, new Vigour we receive 
Grow, Young and Gay, and other Ages live. 
Who thinks of thee, can know no other Care, 
No Grief diſturb his Breaſt, if thou art there; 
No Toil, no Danger can his Courage daunt, 
He flouriſhes in War and thrives in Want. 
No more the Guiltleſs for the Guilty blamo, 
Mine was the Sin, and mine muſt be the Shame. 
Tet who fo raſhly wou d the Fault reprove, 
Who think, 'tis ſhameful for a King to love? 110 
S Ice 


18 K. HBENANIT I. 

It's Virgin Purity thy Soul retains. 

It loſes nothing, tho thy Lover gains. 
We judge his Actions by thy Mans intent. 
None can offend without their own Conſent. 
And' when a Prince commands you to comply, | 
Tis leſs a Sin to grant than to deny. 1 
Is my Name odious, Fil my Name forget, 
And hate the King, if thou the King doſt hate. 
Tho Hevry once was no ungrateſul found, | 
Nor did irwhen 'twas oft repeated, wound. 120 
But ſince t has loſt its Muſick and its Grace, 
Let your Pen blot it, and your Fingers raſe. 
When from thy Tow'rs the Paſſengers afar 
Behold my Miſtreſs ſhining like a Star. 
Why ſhou'dſt thou fancy, they look up in Spite, 
Or call that Malice which is their Delight. 
They gaze with Rapture and with Wonder ſee T. 
Another Sun, another Heaven in thee. X 
The Cryſtal ſtream which thro the Meadow glides W Th 
Wich pleaſure finds thee by his Flowry ſides; 130 

He 


$ 
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to ROSAMUND 19 
He ſwells his little Waves in wanton play, | 
And fain to view thee in his courſe wou'd ſtay. 
Fain ,wou'd he kiſs thy lovely Feet and tries, 
In vain to touch thee, and departing ſighs. 
He murmurs at the Channſel which contains 
His wandring Current, and in Tears complains. 
The Fiſh by nature of the Bait beware, 
Vet leap at thine, and think no danger there. 
They ſee thy Image in the ſilver Brook, 
And dazled with thy Beauty catch the Hook. 140 
As on the Bank tacou ſitſt, the trembling Deer 
Dance ſportive round thee and forget to fear, 


Thee, the bright Nymph by whom the (RIAL 
chrong 


Shall paint their Goddeſſes, and orace cheir Song. 


Thee, che kind Theme which future Bards ſhall © 


chooſe, 
To be at once their Subject and their Muſe. 
Thy Name ſhall be the Muſick of. their Groves, 
Their Virgins in thy Name ſhall tell their Loves. 
C 2 Thee 


5 0 1 K -; INN 7 5 It. 9 
Thee ſhall the Chanters of the Forreſt ſing, 1+ ' 
By Eccho taught to welcome in the Spring. 150 
The Infant hanging on his Mothers Breaſt, 
Shall at thy Name be huſht and lull'd to reſt, 
For ſuch as in thy kind excell thy Name, 
Shall hence be Glorious, and to wear it fame 


We e're mw tread, the ſpringing Flo ws ap- 
| pear. 
And with their od rous Breath perſume the Air; 


Tis their own loſs, and not your fault they moan 
That you no ſooner touch em, but are gone, 
The Weeds moſt noxious, if they kiſs your Feet 
Loſe their Infection, and from thence are ſweet. 160 
Did Jove or Neptune, whom they lov'd deceive, 
And whom enjoy d, to ruin others leave: | 
Were I O, or Amimone like thee, 
Shou'dſt thou compare the Perjur'd Gods to me? 
Were whom they ruin'd, like my Miſtreſs Fair, 
Or like her Lover, were the Gods ſincere? 

| Fear 


to ROS 4MUND 
Fear not the Queen, | Be in thy Bour ſecure. 
For only-Vaughan knows the ſecret Door. 
If Elngts: Argus has an hundred Eyes, 


Mina has a thouſand to defend his Prize, 170 


Had ſhe the Malice of the Wife of Jove 
Had ſhe her Pow'r, yet | wou'd fave my Love. 
Who, in my abſence will to hurt thee dare, 


Whom the King loves, and who's a Mo- 
narchs care. 


Why. art unwilling that rhe Scars ſhou'd ſhine, 
Why hate the brightneſs, which reſembles thine d 
Oh when I meditate on paſt Delights 
And the high Raptures of our bliGful Nights, 
When the whole Beauty I at once Survey 9 1 

And ſaw the Bluſhes of the yeilding Maid, 189 
I bleſs their paler Glories, and can pay, 


Lo future Worſhip to the Hateful day. 
And now the Trumpet ſounding from afar, 
Proclaims the Signal of approaching War, 

The Squadrons ſhouting thro' the Camp hear 
And Roſamand repeated, Rends the Air. Amid 


24 


11 K. FEN A T I 

Amid the hoteſt of che Fight — > 
Thy Grief more peircing than the pointed Steel. 
My care of thee, my other cares deſtroys 
And Vict ty yeids to more delicious Joyes. 190 
For Conqueſt is not to my Heart fo dear 
Nor to my Eyes in all her Pomp ſo ſair. 
Woodſtock, the Garden of the fruitful Weſt, - 
Be bleſt in her, in whom the King is bleſt. 
Nor Roman Villa, nor Companian Field ad 
Cou'd more delight, nor richer Proſpects yield. 
For thee, I Pardon her ungrateful Race, 
The ſhame of Oxford, and the Realms diſgrace. 
Poor in their Fortunes, in their Morals looſe, 
And falſe and hated, as the ſcattred Jews. 200 
Had theſe been tempted, as the Jews were try'd 
Their Ood had been betray'd, and here had dy d. 
Dull, Proud, Deceitful, Ignorant and Baſe, 
A wicked People in a lovely Place. 


Olt in her ſilent unfrequented Groves, 
My Raſamund, and I have told our Loves. 


Ofc 


to R0S4MUND 23 
Olt on her little Hills have chac'd the Faun. ; 
And walks i in Eveniog ſhade the flowry Lawn. . 
Beneath a ſpreading Oak we olt wou d lie, 

And ſee the little River wander by. | 210 
Thou my fair Nymph, and I thy amorous Swain, 


Thus happy then we livd, and thus may live a- 
gain. | 


Tho' by hard Fate, my Body ſtill is here, 
My Soul with thee, my betrer part is there, 


G4 , aged Ring 
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King Jobn 6 Matilda. 


King John having for à long time Conrted the 
Fair Matilda, Daughter to the Lord Fitz- 
water, and ſhe ſtill refuſing to liſten to his 
unlawful Love ; be baniſhes her Father and 
Friends, perſecutes her Family, and ſhe flies 
for Safety to a Nunnery in Eſſex, at Dun- 


mow ; where ſhe takes the Veil: And the 


King writes to her, and invites ber to Court. 
What Succeſs his Letter met with, may be 
ſeen in ber Anſwer, 

| 8 Tart not, my fair, when you my Letters view, 


There's nothing in em feignd, and nothing 
new. 


Whar difſe;cac ways to win thee I havetry'd ? 
Hoy oſten woo'd, and been as oft deny'd 2 


To 


( 
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Y 
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To thee as to a Goddeſs I have pray d, 
And conſtant Worſhip at thy Altars paid. 


e and ne re woyldſt Deign to 


hear 
A Monarch's Vows, nor liſten to his Pray r. 
My Arts have been in vain, in vain my Sighs, 
Theſe cou d not move thee, nor cou'd thoſe ſur- 
prizes 10 
Oſt have my Eyes confeſt my Am rous Pain, 
And meeting thine, they ever met Diſdain. 
Vet, fond of Ruin, ſtill I gaze on thine, 
Nor dread the pointed Rays they dart at mine. 
We bluſh'd,and ſigh d, but different Paſſions prove, 
You figh'd and bluſb'd for Hate, as I for Love. 


When my Tongue fail'd, my Tears cheir Want 
ſupply'd, 


And when I cou'd nor weep, nor ſpeak, 1 Sightd; 
This, tho* you always ſhun it, you muſt ſee, 
And ſure wou'd pity any Wretch bur Me. 20 
To love condemn'd, to wiſh and to deſpair, 


'Tis a King's Fate, and well is worth your Care. 
A 
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16 W KX. JON. 
A Thouſand Beauties, in thy Face I ce. 
A Thouſand Graces, only found in the. 
My Fancy to diſtinguiſn em perplekt, 
This minute this prefers, and that the next. a 
Both in another Excellence I looſ ec. 7 
And where tis all Perfection cannot Chooſe. ( 
Thy Eyes, while I bchold their awful Rays, 
Command ſuperior to the reſt my Praiſe. © 30 I V 
With Force unequal they diſpute the Sway, 1 
Whom, as we yield to T'yrants, we obey. 


Thy Checks to _ my PG Glance ex- 
poſe 

The Smiles, the Lily, and the blulbing Roſe, .- 

Thy Lips, that riſing to wy Kiffes, ſwell, 

Wou'd every Grace, if I might kiſs, excell. 


My Judgment's by their balmy Sweets be⸗ 
tray d, 


— 


3 
2 


— 


— 
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And as thy Eyes commanded, they perſuade. 
Greedy of gazing, I Increaſe deſire, 


As often as I look, I fan the raging Fire: 40 
As 


w'MATILD 4 
As often as 1 view thy ſhining Hair, 
The Brown, methinks, is better than the Fair. 
So Beautiful; in Thee, the Black appears, 
Thy rowling Eyes ſeem brighter than the Stars, 
Nor Snow, nor Ivory, nor Cygnets Down 


Can with thy Teeth compare, no Whiteneſs 
with thy own. 


Where e te on thee our raviſh'd 8 we move, 
'Tis Charming all, Aſtoniſhment and Love. 
In Nature there is nothing can diſpence 
So many Sweets to Pleaſure ev'ry Senſe, 50 
On Thee, theſe Wonders are bur ill beſtow'd, 
Which only humble Us, and make thee Proud. 
ln vain was Nature at this mighty Colt, _ 
Her Treaſure's are on thee, Ungrateful, loſt. 
duch Beauty was not for a Cell defign'd 
Nor wer't thou made fo fair to be confin'd. 
When Old and Ugly, Heav'a your Sex allows 
To cover our Contempt with folemn Vos 

| The 
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3 „ KX. 5 ON 
The Young, the Fair, We barter can'employ © 
To bleſs the World, and give her Maſters Joy. 66 
Curſt be The Prieſts, who wou d our RO 


immure, 


To have em to themſelves che more dns 
Unhappy T hoſe, who on their Zeal ae ä 
Devotion's their Pretence, but Luſt their End. H 
Happy the Ages, when the Saints were kind, 
And Godly Men, with Godly Women joyn'd. M 
No Supetſtition did their Joys moleſt: Pt 
They ſaw, they lid, and, if they cou'd, poſſeſt, T 
Twas thus they did their ſacred Hours improve, 
And all their boaſted Charity was Love. 70 
The Prieſts were then contented with their ſhare, 
And late pretended to engroſs the Fair. 

Meck then and poor, they to their Faith were juſt, 


None dreaded then their Pow'r, nor fear'd their 
. 


Now, they our Daughters, and our Lands dall 
And, as their Wealth, their Vices too increaſe. 
he Where're 


to MATILDA 29 
Where te they aim to conquer, they prevail, 

And every ſordid Mont has his Serrail, 

For this what Monarch wou'd not quit his Crown, 
And lay the weighty Load of Empire down, 80 
In Plenty, Luxury, and Eaſe to live, 

And riot on the Alms which Sinners give. 
Hence . with theſe Signs of Royalty and Pow'r, 
The Globe, the Scepter ſhall be mine no more; 
Matilda to the Cloyſter I'll purſue, 

Prevent her Vows, or be a Vot'ry too. 

To her PII ſtill addreſs my earneſt Pray'r, 

Nor kaeel to any other Saint, but her. 

Wait on her Mattin and her Evening - Song, 

The moſt officious of the pious Throng. 90 
My ſervent Zeal may melt her frozen Breaſt, 
And ſhe may loath the King, yet like the Prieſt. 
Your Holy Meaning I perhaps miſtake, 

To think you leave us, for your Lovers lake, 
To know how for to ferve you 1 wou'd: go, 

Or what my Paſſion wou'd, to gain you, do, 
Yet 
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Yet this I fondly faney you have done. 
And but to try me, would profeſs a Nun. 
That Thou, my Beauteous Siſter, may ſt confine 
Thy Brother to thy ſelf, for ever thine: 100 
That thus, untnvy'd Pleaſures we may taſt 
And thou, by being only mine, be chaſt: 
Such are Lovers, il they conſtant prove, 

And Women never ſin, unleſs they Rove. 

The reſt is pardon'd, as the Sex is Frail, 

Or elſe Ye Powers! Have mercy on the Vail. 
For oft the jolly Mont with Holy Leer, 
Diſturbs the Virgin, and confounds her Pray'r. 
Declares his wiſh in his Laſcivious look 

And Oples more the Siſters than his Book. x10 
I for their Sins they abſolution gain, 

'Tis on Condition, they ſhall Sin again, 

All creatures were Created with deſire, 
And but to charm the Fair, we to be great aſpire, 
Of theſe, who moſt to Innocence pretend, 

We fear, what ere they promiſe, moſt Offend. 

Such 


n in oh abi ._- 


to MATULD 4 34 
Such houſes'by our Fathers were'deſign'd, + 
Not ſor the beſt, and Paireſt of their kind. 
But as their Hoſpitals, at firſt were made 
To nurſe the Poor, the Sickly and Decay'd. 120 
$o here the Old, the Crooked, and the Lame, 
To theſe ſhou'd be remoy'd, to hide their ſhame, 
It the wiſe Author of the Realms of light 
Had meant to keep his Wonders from our ſight, 
The golden Sun had nc're adorn'd the Spheres, 
Nor Night been Painted with the ſhincing Stars. 
A horrid Darkneſs, then had been our Doom, 
And Man ſtill wander'd in a frightful Gloom, 
Feinds arc Impriſon'd in the burning Deep, 
In Holes and Caves, the noxious Vermin creep. 
While pureſt things Illuſtrious appear 131 
And what's moſt eminent, is ſtill moſt fair. 
Our Mother earth, a mournſul Widow lives 
5 


Impatient of her abſent Lord, ſhe grieves 
And life from the returning Sun receives. 


Her 
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Her bridal Robes, in Triumph then ſhe wears, 
Fogets her winter Sighs and fruitleſs Tears. 
Wich open Arms, the luſty Bridegroom meets «, 
The Woods, the * diffuſe their Vernal( 
Sweets, 1 
And Philomel, again her Notes repeats. 140 
The Forreſt Oak erects, his loſty Head 8 
The Nymphs, the Shepherds, on the flowry Mead 
With Songs and Dances, bleſs the Genial Bed. 5 
This, cruel Hypocrite! you oft have ſeen, 


And well you know the Myſtick ſenſe, and 
What their Frolicks mean. 


Faithful and Chaſt, you ſec the cooing bm 
Bill by her Mate, and Tempt him on to Love. 
The Phenix, ſaid by fame to be but one, 

May boaſt her Chaſtity, becauſe alone. 

A ditferent Sex had Nature made 'em Two 150 
You'd hear they Love, as much as others do. 
The flames, in which tis Fabled, ſhe expires, - 
Are her vain Wiſhes, and her hot Deſires. 


Thus 


to M4T1 L D 4. 33 


Thus may all ſuffer, who affect to Hate, 
The Joys of loving, and be this their Fate 
To covet to poſſeſs em, when too late. 
Was there but one, of all thy Sex ſo young. 
So fair as thou, who cou d reſiſt fo long. 
'Twou'd then convince me, I have been to blame» 


And Womans Virtue 8 ſomething more than 
Name. 161 


The glories of a Court, if thou hadſt ſeen, 
What tis to be, or to be like a Queen. 


What more cou'd charm Thee, than to hear the 
Great, * 


Adore thy Beauty and admire thy Wit ! 

The Pomp, the Splendour of a Princes Train, 
All that can pleaſe the Youthful. and the Vain. 
Srates-men and Heroes, kneeling at thy Shrine, 
And thy leaſt Title, then wou'd be divine. 
Is not this better than a loathſom Cell, 


* 


Than Penance, Veſpers, or the Morning Bell? 1 70 
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To this Inſenſible thou muſt Confeſs, 


Tis _ of Knowledge, makes thee think it 
4 * 


As ſuch who have bean courſly Rred, prefar, 
To the Court delicates, their homely Fare. 
No mare, Matilda / by thy Pride abusd. 

Let the King Woo, to be again reſus d. 

Pitty thy Sclf, thy Kindred, and thy Friends, 
For al! their Happineſs, on thine depends. 
The llls, thy Cruelty have caus d Deplore. 

| Thy Friends,chy Father to his Houſe Reftore, 180 
None can my anger, like thy Pride condemn, 
'Twas love to Thee, and not my Hate to them. 
On thee with Juſtice, they Il their Curſes ſhou'r, 
Their Honours.and their Lives, are in thy Pow'r 
For a Court leave the Cloyſter and the Grate, 
A Prince attends thee, and a better Fate. 

At the bleſt change, thou wilt not long Repine, 
For all that 1 can give Thee, ſhall be thine. 


M atilds 


„ ri 435 


Matilda to Kin 9 f. 


S Criminals condemn'd, the Warrant FA 


_ brings tber Fate, ſo I your Letter 
rea 


Nor askt from whom the hared Meſſage came 


But gueſt the Buſineſs, ere 1 ſaw your Name. 
With Horror, I beheld the guilry Page. 


And every Line I read, 1 bluſh'd with Rage. 


Vou work your rich Invention to contrive, © 


New ways, new Plagues, to thake me hare to 
Live? 
Abſence, the beſt defence againſt Deſire, 


Ere this I hop d wou d quench your lawleſs Fir irs. 
For rarely ſuch a Paſſion, long endures, 10 


Or Vertue daunts it, or Oblivion cures. 
But what we covet moſt, we ſeldom get. 


And what endeavour to avoid, we meet. 
D 2 Your 


7 "MATILDA. 

Your Paper blotted by your ſin appear d, 

Which had I not diſpis d, I ſhou'd have fear'd. 

A juſt Reſentment, urg'd me to proceed, 

Nor then reſol vd to Anſwer what I Read. 
Tho' Writing, may your Future hopes prevent, 
And Silence be miſ taken for Conſent ; 

Beſides, 'tis Natural for this Deſeaſe, 20 
If ſuffer'd or neglected to Encreaſe. 

Our Sex, no Flattery in this ſhou'd uſe, 

But what is askt with Shame, with Pride refuſc. 
This to inform you, I attempt to Write, 1 
What Fear, Reſent ment, and diſdain Indite. W 
By Paſſion conquet d, if the Stile is courſe, 


Your Letter merits, cou d I write it worſe. 
What ſhall I ſay, that may my Wrongs contain, 
I can to none, but you and Hcav'n, complain? 
My Words 1 find will never reach my Senſe, 39 
And my Cauſe ſuffer by my weak Defence. 
To whom ſhall J Addreſs for help below, 
My Sov'reign is my Judge, my Judge, my Foe. 
Ev 


do K. JOHN 37 
Ev'n now while pleading at his Bar [ ſtand, -'* 
Confuſion ſeizes both my Heart and Hand, _ 
1 dread his Smiles, I tremble at his Frown, 
And Kind or Cruel, am alike undone. 
Raze, I Write, and fear the dubious Page, 
Is fram d too ſoftly to expreſs my Rage? 
I mourn, I rave, and in this changeful State, 40 
Have nothing certain in my Soul, but Hate. 
Diſtracted by my Sorrow, if you find, 
A tender Word, tis what I ne're deſign'd. 
'Tis the meer weakneſs of your ſick Conceit, 


Which makes my little Beauty ſeem ſo great? 
Things are thus alter'd- in a troubled Stream, 

If Crooked ſtrait, if ſtrait they Crooked ſcem ; 
Thus fancy the diſſembled Objz& ſhowes, 

And Judgment is deceiv'd in what is knowes. 
As in a Mirrour, if the Glaſs is true, 50 
dach as your real likeneſs, ſuch are you; 

But if you change your Form, it changes there, 


And ſhewes you as you are, not as you Ware. 
D 3 Lik: 


I, 
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Like yu the Shade reflected feems to move, 
It frowts ot ſmiles, like you, and fuch is Love 
What Man 's ſo vain to fancy he may find, © 
A Body perſect, or a perfect Mind? 

Obſerve the Beauty, nicely or the Saint, 
And both will ſomerhing of Perſectiou want. 
Tis a known truth, that Beauty like the Will, 
In all is various and Imperfect Still. 61 
A little diff*rence will the likeneſs change, 

And make the moſt familiar Features ſtrange. 
Compare two Faces, and you'll find with caſe, 
In this what pleaſes, do's in that diſpleaſe > 
What Maid of ſuch diſputed Charms wou d boaſt 
So late Diſcover'd and fo quickly Loſt, 
Who wou'd be proud of an uncertain Grace, 
Which makes one fair, and ſpoils another Face. 
How can this Madneſs o're your Sex prevail, 
To doat on what's as doubtful as tis Frail, 70 
When Glory calls for all your Youthful e, 
To walt it in Fruihon or Deſires 


To 


To languiſh at our Feet, Lament and Sigh, 

To Pine, to Sicken, and perhaps to Die. 
Thoſe who the Damſells cruelty ſurvive, 

To look like Sots, and ſcarce be ſaid to live ? 130 
Was Man created Lord of all for this, 
To work, and in our Ruin place his Bliſs. 
You Tempt, and Truth eternal Falcely ſwear, 


You promiſe mighty things, but pay in Air. 80 


If with your wicked Will, I cowd comply 
Your Self wou'd ſoon repent as well as 1? 
Grown weary by Poſſeſſion, you'd begin, 
To loath my weakneſs, and abhor the Sin. 
Then nor your Riches, nor your Sovereign Pow'r 
My Virgin Peace, nor Honour cou'd reſtore. 

By you, my Father and my Friends are ſent, 
To Priſon, and unworthy paniſhment. 

Whom to my Heart are deareſt, you remove, 
My Friends, My Father, yet pretend to love. 
A Virgin Widow, I by you am made, 90 
A helpleſs Orphan ere my Father's dead. 

D 4 Your 
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40 MATILD 4. 


Your. Luſt unbridied has theſe Ills produe'd;  - I 
And now you pitty thoſe you have abus d. 0 
A Feign'd concern for what is paſt, you ſhew I 
And yet, we all to your injuſtice Wwe. L 
Thus the ſly Monſters of the Wood beguile, A 
Their headleſs Prey, and while they kill em IN 


| ſmile. If 
The Baſilisk, with Poyſon'd glances kills, 8⁰ 
The Crocodile her fraudful Tears diſtills. | © 
Unwary Paſſengers, they thus decoy, oo u 
And fawn on thoſe, they propoſe to deſtroy 2 H 
Thus cover'd with the Roſe, the Serpent ſtings, W w 
And from the Rock, the tempting Mermaid ſings, 
But by misfortune, and Experience wiſe, By 


I know your Cunning, and your Arts deſpiſe. W 

How cou d Sicilian Tyrants Torture more, Sit 

Again to wound mc, when you Rack'd before. WM x; 
I better cou'd my Fathers Wrongs endure, 


And wy Friends trouble, were my Peace ſecure? 
aus 


„ * JOHN Pp 
If. you to Perſecute me, wou'd forbear, 110 
Or 1 had nothing, from your Luſt to ſear. 

If Loves your Paſſion, your Addreſs is ſtrange, 
Love works. with Tenderneſs, and not Revenge. 
All mild and gentle, t has been ſtill deſerib d. 
Nor ſhou d our Sex be threaten d, but be Bribd 
If Pray rs, Rewards, and conſtant Service fail, 
Severity and Threats, will ne're prevail? 

Oh! Wich what glory dos that Monarch Reign, 
Whoſe Fame, no Vices, nor Jnjuſtice ſtain 

How happy are his Subjects in his ſway. 120 
With Zeal they love him, and with Pride obey. 
Here to be fafe, from your Aſſaults I flew, 

But cannot fly, as faſt as you perſue. 

Where ſhall a Maid, to be ſecure, Retrear, 
Since thus reclus'd, my Danger is as great 

If from you Suit, I muſt be never free, 

The Court and Cloyſter, are alike to Me. 

Nor Bolts, nor Grates, a Monarch can exclude, 
When Tyranny and Luſt, enflame his Blood. 
Poets 


91 


11 MATILDA 
Poets with utmoſt Efoquenes have ſtrove, t2a0 
To hide the Guilt, and ſhet the charms of Love. 
The Lewd, the Wanton, ate enroll'd by Fame, 
She paints their Beauties, and ſhe hides their Shame. 
The Muſes ſung, the Fountains wept for theſe, 
And Thracian Orphus, drew the dancing Trees. 
The fineſt Colours on their Sins they plac'd, 


Which they n&er nam'd, or if they nam'd em 
Grac'd > | | 


So kind the Muſes, to their Sex have been, : 
That hardly Inceſt was allow'd a Sin: My 
The worſt were puniſhd in their Fables leaſt By 
They change their Forms, but ever for the beſt. 1 


Mrrba, tho teeming with Inceſtuous love, 132 

To Myrrh is chang'd,and now Perfumes the Grove 

Byblis at once, a Son and Brother bears, 

Vet all her Pennance are her Chryſtal Tears. 

$y/la, who Flies about with painted Wings 

For the ſame Treaſon in the Forreſt ſings. 
Anothc 
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Another and à bertet Fotm ſhe wears, 
Some now are Ooddeſſes, and ſome are Stars. 
The Vertudus are among the worthleſs pfac d, 
As if twere then, a ſcandal to be Chaſt. 
The Virgin ever was the Pocts fool, © 146 
An Awkard thing, infeaſible and dull. | 
The Laſh of 9atyr, ſhe has always born, 
Or never nam d, or never, but with Scotn. 
The Face which you pretend ſo much to Praiſe, 
Wou'd more your Pitty, than your wonder riſe 
My Beauty little at the beſt is paſt, 
By Grief tis Wrinkled, or by time defac d. 
It ſuits with the Condition, I have ſworn, _ 
And what you valu'd once, you now wou d ſcorn. 
The World Renounc d, ſhall be my care no more, 
[ loath its Pleaſures, and its Pride abhor. 1 51 
My Vail to all its Splendours, I prefer, | 
Heav'n is my aim, and all my hopes are there. 
If thus, unhappy Roſamund had done, 
Kept to her Vow, and liv'd like me a Naz. 
With 
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With glory ſhe had dy'd, as ſhe had lid. 

And Age had ended, what Revenge contriv'd. 
From Guilt and Fear, ſhe had alike been free, 
And loath'd the Sin, as you are loath'd by Me. 
Her Fame had been as ſpotleſs as her Face, 
Her Life in Innocence, her Death in Peace. 160 
To hide the ſhame is in the Pow'r of Kings, Bi 
But who can give us caſe, when Conſcience Ml Y 


Stings ? * 
That Judge ſeverely do's our Faults reprove, M 
And Witnelles of all to Him above. T 

| 


If my old Father, bending to the Grave, 

zy ſhameful Exile, wou'd my Honour fave. 

While, and Content, he ſees his Towns deſtroy'd 

His Foes poſſeſſing what he late en joy d: 

Shall I deſpiſe his Leſſons, and diſgrace, 

His own great Actions, and his noble Race? 

Shall the rich Treauſure, which ſo much has coſſ, 

Be ſo ſoon Laviſh'd, and fo lighty loſt. 172 
| No 


to K. JOHN 47 
No — His laſt Words too deep Impreſſion made, 
Too much his Tears, too much his Sighs perſuade 3 


Think— And he then n me — Think he 
i © be 


For thee, how much I wou'd, and have deny d. 
Never! Oh never with the King Comply, 

But rather than forget. thy Honour, die. 
Yes! Cruel Tyrant, Death is my Defence, 

No Pow'r ſhall force, nor Promiſe draw me hence 
My Friends, my Father to their Rights reſtore, 
Tis all I ever askt, who ne'ce will ask thee more. 
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Edward the 1 Prin, to the Cone 


The Earl of Salisbury being abſent in France, 
the Scots attack 10 Caftle in the North where 
bis Lady was Beſeig'd : The Black Prince 
marches to relieve — fees ber from the Bat- 
tlements of the Caftle, falls in love with her; 
and the Earl dying ſometime after, Marries 
ber. His Paſſon for thi Lady, and ber An 
ſwer ; are the Subjekt of the e Epiſtles 


1 HO this Addreſs is in a hateful Strain, 
I ſuffer, and 'tis juſt I ſhou'd Complain. 
Pitty the Pain my honeſt Heart endures, 


Nor uſe it ill, becauſe ſo ſoon twas yours. 
With Smiles the profer of my Love receive, 
The richeſt Preſent that a Prince can give. 


to the — of Salisbury 47 
No Frown thug diſtant, and unſeen fear, 
And beſt this Paper will your Fury bear. | 
On chis inſenſihle, you'll waſt your ſcorn, 
Twill noching, uſe it as you pleaſe, return? 10 
Shou d you Condemn the writer to Deſpair, 
This ſtill entreats you, ſtill it ſpeaks you fair. 
If you ve a Soul to judge of good and ill, | 
And Juſtice, as itjought, directs your W in. 
Conſult chis Guide, and in your Mind ſurve 5. 
Or what ſhon d further, or oppoſe my way * 
Obey her Precepts, ev ry Doubt remove, 
Or tell me why you will or ſhoud'n Love. 8 | 
Since things inanimate, fo well agree, | 
They teach you how you ought to look on me? 
As Eccho liſtens to the Shepherds fighy, 24 
The found ſhe catches, and as faſt Replics. 
Two ſtrings in Harmony; if tun'd alike 


You move the Second, when the Firſt you ſtrike.” 


In choſe no Diſcord, as in you we find, 


Whoſe Reaſon ons, ſhou'd Inform your Mind. 
Nature 


Nature that made you ſo Divinely Fair, 
Has givn you Senſe to judge of what you are ? 
Too juſt to your Perſections, ſince you ſee, 
No want in them or you, nor worth in me? 


When your fair Hands, their wondrous: foſtneſs 
feel, r. 


That nothing, hs — their couch excell. 
When in your Glaſs, your Eyes, their Luſtre view 
The day they fancy 's not ſo bright as you. 
And ev'ry grace, believes its ſelf Divine 

Not more, becauſe tis good, than that tis thine. 
Your Beauties like Nareiſſus are deſtroy'd, | 
By being by themſelves too much enjoy'd : 
Why eva you Languiſh with your own De- 
Tis needleſs, Beauty ſhou d itſelf admire. 

The Sun whoſe Beams diffuſive ore Mandkind, 
Gives Light to all, yet to himſelf is blind. 141 
Once I believ'd I cou d thy Charms endure, 

* a with 1. yet hop d I was ſecure? 


But 


to the Counteſs. of Salisbury. 49 
But when their Graces to my Ruin joyn d, 40 
My Eyes convey d the Poiſon to my Mind. 
With ſafety I beheld their pow'r apart, 
Whoſe force united triumph'd o'er my Heart. 
In every glance ſome new delight I found, 
And every ſuture look encreasd my Wound. 
Till every Charm wich equal rapture pleas d. 
nd I no more diſtinguſhe which was beſt. 
ill perfect to my Soul thy Beauties came, 
nd perfect as thy Beauty was my flame. 
and tis ſtrange, you hate to be below“ d, 50 
our Care is quickly with the Cauſe remov d. 
y to your Eyes, thus far you ſhall extend 
our awful fway, and here deſire ſhall end; 
r blunt the Darts that give the fatal Wounds, 
Love preſcrib'd, no more tranſgreſs his bounds. 


his done — But oh! thou ſooner mayſt com- 
mand 


0 reſtleſs waves to ſleep upon the Strand. SS 5 
1 Deſpas 


50 Edward the Black Prime 
Deſpair may ſooner think complaint in vain, 
Pleaſure be ſooner reconcil'd to Pain. | 
Pride may gtow humble, Envy gen'rous prove, 
Than all that fee thee wou'd forbear to love. 60 
Our warlike Anceſtors ſuch Forts devis'd, 

That by your Foes you might not be ſurpriz'd. 
That your weak Sex might there ſecurely reſt, 
Since Fear foon ſettles in a Womans Breaſt. 

Tho' thine is of another temper far, 
And fitter than thy Caſtle for the War. 
This kindly dos thy Friends at leaſt incloſe, 
But that reſiſts alike both Friends and Foes. 
Thy cruel Hearr's invincible roall, 7 
And more obdurate than the Marble Wall. 70 


When Jeve to wanton on a Virgins Breaſt, 
Has chang'd the God, and in his wiſh been bleſ. 1. 
_ Of all the various ſhapes which he has try d, 
To cheat his Miſtreſs, and his Godhead hide. rrp 
it 


That ſuits me beſt, when in a golden ſhow'r, 
He rain d on Dauae in her brazen Tow'r. 


do the Counteſs of Sailsbury, 51 
Ine er did envy his ſupream command, 
Nor that he bears the Thunder in his hand ; 
But in ſo bright a ſtorm I feign wou'd be, 

As he to her that! might come to thee, 80 
With Foes no longer you're begirt about, 

But leſs beſieg d within than they without. 

The Captive ſafer in your Bonds remains, 

Than under brazen Bolts or iron Chains. 

Such Thraldom I ere Liberty would eliooſe, 

And for ſuch Chains Imperial Crowns refuſe. 
Were India's Treaſures in thy Fort ſecur'd, 

And with her Wealth thy lovely ſelf immur d- 
Soon as your Foes this richer Treaſure fee, 

They'll leave the worthleſs heap to follow thee: 
What Arms your Towr's imptegnible can win, 

If to defend em you remain within? 90 
Shou d you your Eyes reſiſtleſs force employ, 


Wich every glance they wound, with every wound 
deſtroy. | | E 


Ex * _ Deeper 


8 


3 -Elfibard the Black Prince | 
Deeper their Arrows will transſix their hearts, 
Than theirs can pierce you with a thouſand Darts. 
For there cntrencht the Wariour Cupid lies, 

And thence he proudly all the World defies, 
No Want, no Famine have you need to fear, 
There never can be Want where you are there. | 
Thy ſight alone renews the vital Flood. 101 
And comforts: Life without the help of Food. 
As at their poſt thy Soldiers keep their Ward, . 
So thy chaſte wiſhes all thy actions guard. 

Thy pulſe with never ceaſing motion beats, 
Prepar d to give th' alarm hen danger threats. 
Thy virtuous thoughts when all thy ſenſes reſt, 
Like careful Scouts flie upand down thy Breaſt, 


With honeſt Watch around * charge * Yo 
cep, 


From wrong defend thee, and protect thy fleep, 
But tell me, may we not with reaſon fear, III 
You will not guiltleſs to the World appear? 

80 


to the Counteſs of Salisbury. 
80 many by your Theſts have been undone, 


Say, may they not at laſt . their. 
own ? 


T3 


Safe with your prize you in your Fort remain, | 
And hear the helpleſs Crowd without complain, 


Nor Heaven, nor Earth, nor Nature have you 
ſpar'd, 


But rob d em all and well may want a Guard, 
Your Eyes that wage with mine continual Wars» 
Their ſpatkling brightneſs borrow from the Stars. 


Your fragrant Lips which all your words a- 
_ dorn, | 121 


Stole their freſh beauties from the Orient Morn. 
Your Cheeks to whom the water d Lilly yields, 
Haverob'd their graces from the flowry fields. 
Your Breath has raviſhe from Arabian Gums, 
Their richeſt odours and their beſt perſumes. 
Oh mighty Love exert thy utmoſt pow'r, 


To force this fair Enchantreſs from her Tow'. 
7 =. Thus 


14 Edvird the Black Prince 
Thus fenc'd if ere her Beauty wants ſupplies, 137 | 
$hell pillage Nature and exhauſt the Skies. 
Oer thee ſhe will in time uſurp command, 120 
And wreſt the Scepter from thy Infant hand. 
When to relieve you with my warlike pow rs 

I firſt arriv'd, and ſaw you from your Towr's, 1 41 
You ſeem'd to my tranſported Soul fo fair, 


The Place I chought was Heaven, and you an An- 
ge! there. | 


But when by reaſon I thoſe thoughts o'ercame, 
And view'd this wonder as a mortal frame. 

] cou'd no more the Scots attempt acculc, 

For who to gain thee wou'd the War reſuſe? 

In ſuch a Treaſure had his Realm been bleſt. x 30 8 
The barren Region had excell'd the Eaſt, '7 
I march'd from his inſult to ſer thee free, 

I vanquiſh'd him, bnt am enſlavd by thee. 
Thy danger's paſt, yet mine alas! remains, 
And I amid wy triumphs drag thy Chains. 


Loye 


to the Counteſs of Sailsbery. 55 
Love in extreams unlawful methods tries, 
And what his Fortune wants, his Wit ſupplies. 
Jove by a mortal Nimph to be careſt, 5 
Has oſt aſſum d the Man, and oſt the Beaſt. 
By mighty Seyx the Heay'nly Monarchs ſwears, 
And falſe himſelf with Lovers falſhoods bears. 13 1 
Love mattets not his Oaths to gain his Cauſe, 
His pleaſure is his Rule, his will his Laws: 
When he's moſt true he moſt himſelf belies, 
And in his want of Wiſdom's only wife. 
By lawleſs means he lawful bliſs obtains, 
And then is moſt ſincere when moſt he feigns. 
Forgive my fault to chaſtity and thee, 
Since who can ſee thee and from fault be free: 

Tis then it ere the Gods themſelves excell, 
When they forgive theic Creatures who rebel. 
When all chy Tryals are enroll'd by Fame, 14r 
And all thy Sex made glorious by thy Name. 

I ſhall be offer'd at thy vircue's ſhrine, 

Mine the diſhonour, and the glory thine. 

E 4 rü 


- 
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16 Edward the Black Prince, &c; 
Þ1j burn no longer with a guilty flame, 

Bur change the Lovers for a Husbands name. 
Thy Houſe by thy deſcent is made divine, 
Elſe I might boaſt my blood as good as thine. 
Tis Exglaud's Heir who woos thee to his Arms, 
And ſure a Crown, if not my Love bas Charms. 
Yet what I am I call my own no more, 150 
Take what thou wilt, and what thou wilt reſtore 
by For my paſt, wiſhes let my ſuture plead, 
Forgive the bad, and let the good ſucceed. _ 
May Heav'n the ſureſt Guardian of the fair, 
From wrong defend what beſt deſerves his care. 
Againſt thy Virtue all deſigus deſtroy, 
And equal with thy wiſhes be thy joy. 


77 


The Counteſs of Salizhury ts Edward the 


Black Prince. 


A8 one that fain wou'd grant, and fain denie, 
I doubtful what I ought to do, reply, 
My Sexes weakneſs I in this declare, 
And yielding to a Treaty, yield too far. 
For Loye may turn the fayour to offence, 
And wreſt my meaning to a guilty ſenſe. 
Of utmoſt caution have we Women need, 
To Write what Lovers with deſign will Read. 
Not always ſilence can preſerve our Fame, 
And every looks perverted to our ſhame. 5 
While in our breaſts our hidden thoughts remain, 
The Tongue of flander ſnews its ſting in vain. 
But once declar'd, ſhe ſeizes em as prize, 
And wounds our Virtue with invenom'd lyes. 
Reſolv'd to Write, and fearing what ro ſend, 
| wiſh, before I will begin, to end. 
5 Reſpect 
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Keſpect, when I wow d finiſh, bids me ſtay, 
And my Heart tells me I have more to fax. 

Some ſocret which I tremble to confeſs, 

And Words too littlo ot roo much expreſs. 1 

What I wou'd fay, I teign as faid to thee, - - - 

| Then fancy what thou wouldſt reply to we. 

The faireſt proſpect of thy cauſe I view, 


And then conſider whats to honbur due. 


A thouſand things in your excuſe] Hume, 
Your cauſe is weak, and my defence the fame. 

A Prince; a Hero coutts me I confeſs, | 7 
' Your worth in this is more, and mine the ee 
Vour Bed's for me a too exalted place, | 
My Subject fortune will the Throne diſgrace. 20 
For this alone l ſhould your yows reprove, 

In me tis Treafoti'ro accept your love. | 
Each Sex in love their priviledge may uſe, 
Tis Man's to tempt, and Woman's to refule | 


1 


1 * . 
b » 5 | a | 

=. | . 47 1 | 0 , * 
FF the Counteſs Salisbur 7/7 


to Edward the Black Prince. 
We ne er withour our own conſent are won, 
And ac er can be bus by ourſelves undone. · 
You of your. love and your ſucceſs may boaſt, : 
Who blames the Lover when the Maid is loft. 
Tis brave in you our Innocence to tx 
In us, when Woo'd tis glorious to deny. 30 
The Crime in you, is by the Crime excusgd, 
We cenſur d moſt, when we are moſt abus d. 
'Tis Beauties high Prerogative to grant; 
It ſhou'd not beg, for it can nothing want. 
We ſhow'd no Hearts by wanton Arts furprize; - 
Nor ſhoot pernicious Glances with our Eyes; | 
For, if with Modeſty a Woman parts | 


She gains Contempt, when ſhe wou'd 
Hearts. 


In Henry, and Fobs's misfortune, you 
May learn to ſhun the Evil you perſue. 
To you their Story ſhou'd a Leſſon be, 

de apron; whom they wrong, to me. 


The 


conquer 


K 


e of e 
The Father, when he had his Miſtris won, 
His Miſtris blames, Mati/da blames the Son. 
Your Lordly Sex is Acceſſary ſtill, 

And our's condemn'd as Principals in Ill: 


A 


#2 &* 


What praiſe can we but by our Vertus claim? 


We loſe our Merit, when we loſe our Fame. 
This Fortreſs we our ſelves can beſt defend, 

Which ne'cr is loſt but by the Force we lend: 
Shou'd Malice ſtrive our Innocence to wrong, 


50 


True to our ſelves, ſhe cou d not hurt us long. 


The ſhame is ours, andyours the glory of the Field. 
The hope of Nations, Euward now is ſtitd; 
But your Renown, will by your Love be foil'd. 


Where (will the Realms in vile deriſon ſay) 


Is the young Hero we muſt once obey > © © 
Where he, that conquer'd in the Ga/lick Plains, 60 
Subdu'd their ike, and led their as: 0 in 


Ii 
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to Bdward'the Black Prin. 6 
Has he forſook the noble Chace of Arms, 
To waſt his Fortune on a Womans Charms? © 
Can Victory no more bis Soul inſpĩire, 
And melts he ſoftly in a wanton Fire ? 
Is he, who dealt in France a thouſand Wounds, 
And bound her Monarchs, led himſelf in Bonds? 
Twice to che Bridal Altar I've been led. 
Two Lords ſucceſſively injoy'd my Bed. 
The waſter time my Charms muſt have deſtroy d: 
The Beauty wear that has been twice injay'd. 71 
For a young Prince, is this a worthy Store 
Of which two Subjects were poſſeſt before. Y 
Let France or Spain their Princeſſes prefer, 
ro make you happy, and your Empire ſhare 
Wich you, They come from an Imperial Line, 
And nothing can you ſee to tempt in mine; 
For me the Royal Station's to ſublime, 
And een to pleaſe you were in mea Crime 
Though for my life I muſt your Suit deny, 4 | 
Let rather than not love you I cou dye. 80 


62 the Gee of Salidbury © + 
My noble Lord, to tell me, wou'd' delight, 
The wonders he has feen you do in Fight. 80 
No Mothers Voice, when with her Babe ſhe plays, 
Like his, cou d Flatter, in his Princes praiſe. | 
I catchr che Muſick from his nn, 
My raviſnt Soul on every Accent hung. 
I curſt the minutes that they roul'd ſo faſt, 
And wiſht the darling Theam wou'd ever laſt. 
No harmony ſo moving to the Ear, 
And he as fond: to ſpeak as I to hear: 
To ev ry word with pleaſure I attend, 
And beard him, with regret, his Story end. 90 
On you, whene're he talkt the Subject, fell, 
And I prais d him for praiſing you ſo well. 
Muſt I now loath what I have low d fo long. 
And fear from ſuch a Prince the greateſt wrong 2 
Yes! I muſt hare you, and cou'd almoſt ſwear 
n ſelf, when you your fault ſhall 


„ 


to Edward the Black Prince. 
Conſider Time will cool your hot deſire, 
Or Reaſon quench at laſt the raging Fire. 
By you, and Juſtice, let my Cauſe be try d, 


And if I am not injur d then decide. 100 


In vain my father, Reverend by his years, 

Beg'd meto yield, and deign'd to beg with Tears. 
In vain perſuaſion ſooth'd me to comply, 

Twas Sin to grant, and Merit to deny. 

My Mother boldly both your Pray'rs withſtood, 


And with her Frowns - reſtrain'd our boiling 
Blood ; - 


Aw'd by her Vertue, of her Frowns afraid 
To try my weakneſs, you a while delay d. 
How faithfully I love you, I have ſhown, 

Your Honour, in preſerving, with my own. 110 
Had your baſe wiſhes in your Suit prevail d; 

Or had I, fooliſh, in my Duty fail'd : 

You wou d not guiltleſs to the World have prov'd; 
But been as much abhor d as you're below d. 


Againſt 


43 


Againſt you, thus the Nations would have ſaid 
Her Parents ſin muſt to his charge be laid. 
To ſave her Life ſhe ſacrific'd her Fame, | 
And gain'd her dear bought Liberty with ſhame: 
Did our ſtrong Caſtle vail her lofry Fanes, 
Io your bright Enſigus on the Northern Plains? 
When your ſhril Trumpets eccoh'd from a fat, 
Did I, with joy return the ſound of War? 1a 
Did I receive you as my Soveraign Lord. 


To periſh by your Luſt, who n. by your 
Sword 2 


The Foe, dente Tacoſurocame, is fled, b 
And leſt a Foe more dangerous in his ſtead, 
The vanquiſht Enemy for Plunder came: 
The Victor Eduard to auc my Fame. | 
Ready to fly the Scor begirt me round ; + - |» 
Bent on my ruin you maintain your ground. 

How cou'd I here reproach you, but reſpe&t 
Reſtrains my anger. that cou d much reflect. 130 
A 


to Edward the Black Prince. 6 
A Pringeſs name I neither court nor ſlight, 4 
Nor am ambitious of your Conſotro Rich, 
Nor woud I ituty. by dedticful Lurts | \ 
To get that Titls, or t6 make me yours. 


Toe bible it my own eſteem, Ine © "240 
To fuck a Wenn Nas 
Happy if I obtain'd 4 ferond: place” MN 


To wilt om hes, that ſhou'd akon hace; 
et, if my Prince ſtall f6thing 1 require, 

And ſaſely I may yield to his deſite. WY 
If he no me ill of my Boomy tt Y. 
Than Refiay well demand, and I may grant ? 
ia due bounds he will his Yourh conifltie, 

Let all his wiſhes be as Chaſt as mine. IST 
Ill plight the Faith which I from him receive, 
And what he freely aoks,will freely give.” 
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FEPISTLE 1 IV. 
Queen Iſabel to the Lord Mortimer. 
Lam label, [wm of Philip che Fair 
ond Wife to: Edward IL 
[King ing very much enrag d 
to ſee her ſelf de d by ber band and his 
Minions,engag dt he Vain young Lord Roger 


Mortimer, in her Intereſt, who with. ſeveral 
Potent Barons took Arms to reſcue the King 
out of bis. Favourites Hands, and reſtore the 


+ Queen to th Sony he Bonk but both 


Mortimer, Barons were defeated 
himſelf Impriſon dis the Tower, . by 
_ the help of a ſleepy Portion the Queen ſent 
bim be deceivd 2 Guards, and eſcap d to 
France, She writes to him, and Congratu. 
lates his ſafety, and Mortimer replys as be · 
came a Perſon ſhe bad very much oblig d. 


Ill late, my Mortimer was wont to ſee | 
Mirth, Pleaſure, Gaiety, and Joy in os 


"I 


dun ile tothe Lord W 6 
My Letter now can bring him no relief, 

So much my Mind's diſtracted by my Grief. 
Yet by my Pity I my Frieadſhip prove, 
And what my Temper wants, ſupply with Love. 
Why do I mourn? and how can I ſorbear ? 
Does Wigwore's abſence not deſerve a Tear ? 
When I reflect, how we were forc d to part, 

My weeping Eyes, betray my akeing Hear. 10 
But thinking twas to ſave and ſer thee free, 

My Troubles ceaſe, and I rejoyce in Thee. 
This to my Soul ſome little Comfort gives, - 
My Sorrow ſoothes, and my Care relieves. . 
And thus amid the Torments I endure, _ 
I flatter che Deſaſe, I cannot Cure. | 
Bleſt be the Stars, anſpicious to your flight, 

To Love, and Lovers ever bleſt the Night. 

And all things ſlept, but Wigmore and the Queen. 
The luckieſt Minute of our Lives we choſe. 21 
Rear tho han gud da in Foo, 

F 2 3 1 


1 Jceadhb Widhe hen 1 NO” 10 hae, 

Or 1 mighr err, or char irs Vertue W 

Or Fortune, ſeldom to the Gallant kind, 

Ruin the Project we ſo well deſign d. 

Our Atts by other ſecret Arrs oppos d. 

Be thus made uſeleſs, or our Plot diſcios 0c. 
fond of thy Safety, then I calf to mini, 
The Drugs which we in ancient Fable find. 30 
And often wiſh'd for thoſe the Poets dream, 
To gro by Latmes,'or bÞ'Lethe's Stream. 4 

The Herbs that cles d the watthiful'Dragon's Eyes, 
And gave the Grecian Youth. the Golden Prize. 
Or thoſe which 4frick's ſooty Lands produee, | 
Or Indian Weeds and their malignant Juice. | 
Soon as the Sun difplay'd his Orient Beams, 
1 Walke, where none obſerv'd-me, by the Thames. 
My Thoughts on Mortimer were all employ dd, 
This Stream, I ery d, has ſav'd him, ot deſtroy d. 40 
Oft of the Chry (tat Current L demnqd. 
Or, is he Loſt ? or, has he reach d the Land? 

| Say, 


— Lord Meine) 0 

Say, for to thee, and to the key 
The Lord of all my Wiſnhes I reſign d. 
Haſt thou caavey'd him on 4 gentle Wave, we ** 
To the wiſh d Shoar 2 or, is thy Deep his Grave? 
Tell me, Oh tell! for I impatient wait, | 
To Joy in his Eſcape, or ſhare his Fate. 
But ſure, if chus my Mortimer had dy'd, _ 
A rougher Gale wou d ſwell the guilry Tide. 50 
The Tempeſt is the furious Billows roar, 
And the Winds drive him breathleſs to che Shoar, - 
The Winds ſo ſilent, aud the quiet Stream,, 
Reproach my Weakneſs, and my Fears condemn. 
The River Nymphs at my Coofuſion laugh, 
And all things tell me, Mortimer is fake. _ 
Where are the boaſted Wonders of my Eyes? 
That Edvard thus can leave me or deſpiſe. 
When Europe's Monarchs at our Nuptials met, 
Wich Envy they beheld him'ar my Feet,  ' 60 
For this did I preſer tim tothereft, ,. 
To be ſoon abandon'd for a Beaſt? 

4 F 3 


70 — * 
Can 1 endure to ſee a wanton Boy, © | 
Poſſeſs his Fayour, and my Place enjoy ?? 
If Old, Deſeas d, or Ugly I were grown, 
Twere vain to think to be beloy'd alone. 
But ſince Pm Young, and as they tell me, Fair, 8 
A Rival Minion, I no more will beat: 9 1 
No more the Daughter of a Mighty King. 
Stoop to the Fortune of a nameleſs Thing. 70 
To me his Gifts, to me his Love belongs, 


And evry Monarch ſhou'd reſent my Wrongs, Ga 
In me the Royal Digniry's profan'd, Nr. 
And Beauty with the baſeſt Scandal ſtain d. cc 
A Princeſs Voung and Fair to be bereſt, 1 


Of right and Favour for a Minion leſt. 
Eduard by Gaviton, and his Imps bewirch'd, * 


With 3 —— and rowers has the Wretch en. 
tich d. 


His ET Blood with Noble Gloſter's and, 
A Shame eternal on his Houſe has fir d. 60 
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Did the Firſt Edvard lead his Watlike wy 

To Conquer for the ſecond Fotein Land: 
That what with Glory, and with Toil he won, 

Might wantonly be laviſh'd by his Son. 
Supported by the King, the Boy pretends, 
To cruſh his Kindred, and inſult his Friends : 
One, whom his Father with his lateſt Breath, ' 


Forbad his Preſence, and-condemn'd to Death, 
This to the Nobles was his laſt Command, 

Gavftoy ſhall die, if ſeen on Engliſh Land. 90 
True to his will, the faithſul Barons ſtood, 


Confirms by Oaths, and ſeald it with their 
Blood: 


The Lords to force him from their Maſter, "Mp 
And Lawcafter is ſlain, and Warwick dies. 
No ſooner ate we yet from Gav/fon freed, : 
. 
The Spencers now enjoy what he poſſeſt, 
The People eee 
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Edward has only chang d the Fay rites Name, 
Tube ame their Po heir Tyranny the ſame: 100 
Honours and Riches, like the firſt they get, 
And will, the Ruin he began, Compleat. 
He waſts his Father's Conqueſts and hisScore, 
To leave his Son contemptible and poor. 
Ot cis I oſten hae with with; Tears complain'd, 
And highly Iojur'd, no relief obtain d. 

For Tyrants who delight in doing Ill, 
Grow worſe, if any dare oppoſe their Will, . 
The Senate only cap our Mog xedreſs, = 
And right che Queen, and give the Nation Peace. 
To Puniſhment deſerv'd, the Traytors bring, x11 
Not long my Brother theſe Aſſtonta will boar, 
Not long will his Allies refuſe the War, 
- Juſticealike, to him and me deny d. 
| Enough his Patience, oit provoh d. is cry d. 
The ancient Homage which 20 France e 
For 1 e for Guienne and Poitou. 
Wb Z 7 4 
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Qunn Iſabel ru the Led 73 
A Siſter's Suffering, and u Brother's Right, = 
For this, who wou'd-not, will for nothing Fight. | 
Revenge tor paſt, and fear of furure Harms, 2006 
Will rouſe.che animated Gauls 0 Army. 
Troops will from er ty diſtont Province come, - 
In hopes to driyt the bold Invaders home. 
The Sturdy Flamand, and the Stout Almaia, 
Breton and Norman to the haſtile Plana: 
All to the Royal Eaſign will repair, 
And joyn with Fury in the righteous War 
When Mortimer the ſierce Battalion heads, 
They re fore! of — whom dhe Here 


| 130 
e of thy Martial Race; © 
Thy bleeding Nation, and thy Queen's Dilgrace. 
But if the boaſted Valour of thy Name, 

Thy Father's Laarels, and thy proper Fame ; + 
If nor thy Country, nor thy injur'd Houſe, 
Thy droopiog Spirits in diſtreſs can rouſe; 


Nr 
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And what you owe to Glory, 11 » 
Engage my Brother in his Siſter's Cauſe, 
To puniſh Traytors, and protect the Laws. tho 
How vain ? For me a Woman to deſire, 
To add new Heat to thy Immortal Fire. 
Too forward of thy ſelf, to ruſh on Fate, 
Nor nei tbe prov by Love or Han, 
To us Misfortune's ſo familiar grown, © | 
I rather ſhou'd prevent, than puſh thee on ; 
Since by oppoſing, we cncreaſe our Pains, 
. Death ſeems the only Comfort which remains, | 
Well, I remember, and ſtall nor forget, 
How much we ſuffer'd by our laſt Defeat. 150 


When the beſt Blood that flow'd in Englif 
Veins,, 


A fatal Deluge! ayd the Northern Plains. 
So weak we then appear'd, {6 low we'fell, 
; Tho Slaves are too much frighten'd to rebel. 


The 


| Queen Iſabel to the Lord Mortimer, 5 
The Reverend Peer, by whoſe Advice we go, 
Of late's become ſuſpecded by the Fo. 
80 difficulc in ſuch Important Things, 
To hide; what many watch, the Fate of Kings. 
My Thoughts, My Words, if often I repeat,” 
Tis Gricf which makes me, what I write for- 

get. | 160 

My Sorrows, falt, as they are told, renew, 
Beginning till, when I wou'd bid adieu. 
This, the beſt Token of my Love, receive, 
'Tis little, but tis all I have to give. 


"Lad Mortimer to 2 nebel 


1 ak 
The Queen, like Mortimer, wou d ceale to 


| mourn: . 
What Pleaſure in. my Laivers will you find? 
Where every Word's the Picture of my Miad, 
The dread of dying like a Slave remains, 
And I think (till, as if I wrote in Chains. 

My So, my Thoughts, are like my Fortune, 

; ow, 
With too much Care depreſt, and too . Wos 
Twice from my Queen I have my Life receiy'd, 


Once ſavd from Murder, and from Death Re- 
priev'd : 10 


My Life, and all that I by her enjoy, 

To Right her, or Revenge her TIl employ. 
Inet had ventur'd from the dangerous Height, 
Amid the Foe, and Terrors of the Night, 


- 1 


Wit 


— — label. 
Wids waren Wings I never had prefumn'd, 


To the” Death to which AERIE 
* doom d:. * = 


The dreadſul Deep bad tum d my giddy Head, 


And falling, I had mer, the Fate 1 fled... * 9 


The Foe, with Horror, view'd the wondrous 


Height, 
And ſcarce believ * when bey were cold my 
neee Red 2 


Bur a Queen's Love and Beauty urg d me of © - 


launch d undaunted inthe uiry Sea, {C03 Fer 3 HIOT 2 | 


by your Eyes, lighted thro” the dubious Way. 
The wat ry Element, I then explore, 
and the Wares eſe me an the Haaf , 
ly Goddeſs, you, ro whom'T only pray'd; '* Þ 


And to your Beauty all my Vows were made,” 
Wy Pray'c'you inſwer'd, and my Vows repaid. 
The fleepy Potion whichfyour Arr prepar'd, 30 
Work'd as you wilt'd ft, and Tecur'd the Guard. 
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With ghaſtly Steps I reach d the Depths profound, 
Deſcended Safe, and trod the ſolid Ground. 7 
The liquid Paths, I like Leander try d, = 


Vour Eyes, as Hero's were the Youth's, my Guide. 


A fairer Image, to my mind, I ſet, | 
A better Fate deſerv'd, a bettet met. 
At your Commagd, the Winds . 
And curl the Waters with a wanton Brecze- 
Thus Dancing on the ſportive Waves I ride, - .. 4 
Born by the Billows to the ſafer ide. 
Proud my of Freedom, I my Courſe perſuo, 
rr. 
My fear, the Foe by my ſcape enrag d, x: 
The ills which you have ſince endut a, eg 
To leave you chus expos'd, my Joy ne 
More of your Safety, than my own afraid. 
Not long ſhall Spencer Laugh at N 
Nor long the Nation and my mW 
If Eogland ſhou'd *n ber Aﬀiſtance grant, 
She more will me, than I ſhall Evg/and — 
51 . | Thi 


„ 


1 eee 29 
| This odious Exile, may our Cauſe advance. M 
And what it loſt in Exg/and, get in France, * 
Fame the great Actions of my ro 
Their Bounty, Vertue, and Heroic Deeds, dard 
The Britiſþ Order in our Houſe renew d, 
Confirms the ancient Honours of our Blood. 
To Kevelworth, the Warrior Knights repair, 
And prove their Might, and juſtifie the Fair. 
None went from Mortimer, or poor, or griev'd, 0 
The Wrong were tighted, and the Poor relicy'd. 
The Scots, while Wigmore led our Armies _ 
Noir ventur'd-to diſturb the peaceful North. 
They neer-forPiunder eee 
Nor ſent the Eugliſb back with ſhamefal Wounds. 
To Edward's Valour, and to ours they wield, 
For Dead, as Living, Edward won the Feild. 
But the Son's Actions ſtain the Father's fame, 
And Edward now is an inglorious Name. 
Neꝰ er will his Flight at Strivcling be forgot, 70 
An Honour to our Foes, to us, a Blot. 
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We'll ſeeks Injuſtice will return _ FIT 
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And, in the duty 
Bur bra y wait ill ho perfues up hero, EW 
2 in kan, * 90 

Tere Ne; 

The 


— — Tabel: © 81 
The Minions and their Maſter's Powe wellary, 
Nor Fight like Pyrats, nor in ambuſſi lie-. 
Wich our ſhrill Trumpets and repeated Cries, 
Well fright the Air and rend the vaulted Skies. 
The ſhining Corſlet and the golden Shield. 
wich all the graceful Terror of the Field: B''/ 
The Creſt, the Lance, the prancing Steed prepar'd, 
They'll fear us in their turn, whom late we ſear d. 
Our Fleet attending the propitious Gales, 100 
To plow the watry way, and fill the Sal: 
A Gueſt unwelcom to the Thames ſhall come, 
And raiſe with forcin Outs his filver Foam: 
Along his flow'ry Banks ſhall proudly Coaſt, 
And Mortimer triumphant, land his Hoſt. - 
A num tous Band, from diff rent Regions choſe + 
Our Friends to Succour, and Chaſtiſe our Foes. 
Rome, to our Arms, her Thunders too will joyn, 
Our Cauſe, by her Reſentment, made Divine. 
Whatever Prince to Tyranny pretends, '- {i 10 | 
uſt make Reli gion, and che Prieſts his Friend 

| G. Bur 


= The Gauls to England will no more ſubmir, 


82 "Hi 
But Edvard, wiſely; firſt offended Rome; | Aok 
And Ferſocutes his Subjetts then at Home 
Curtby „ mpg the Chureb bes 


Or bon or late, are ſure 1 C 
Who fears not Mortimer, the Church may dread F 
The beſt Pretence, and what will ail fucceed, e 
Since every Fool, at leaſt, has ſo much Zeal, 
However, he obeys to wiſn her well. 
Guyenne and Aguitain, che French inyade, Ge 
For Homage, or. deny d or long delay 4. 5 
Their King enrag d will meet a weak 3 
And quickly vill his Army drive us thence. 
The Towns, which fo much Blood and Treaſut 


colt, 


An caſi Conauell, will to Charles be loſt.” 


N 
Tt 


Their paſt Subjection, and their Fears forget. 
Nor from our Bows, nor from our Lances fly, 
Bur ſcorn, our Weakneſs and our Pow' T defic. 


Wake off e f 
Nor ſoon-will yield to be our eee W | 
The Valiant Brute ſhall in yout Brother's Aid... | 
The Northeen Counties with his Scors invade. - 
Death, Fire and Ruin will the Realm Ge * 
1d War on every ſide our Foes confound: + * 
The Tyrant friglited ſhall reſign his crow, 

nd a Third Edward fill the vaeant men 

hoſe ſutute Lautels will reſtore the Name, 35.3 
o its firſt Glory, and increaſe its Fame. 
ir ford and Warwick in our Quatrel dead; 140 

re Saines and Martyrs by the People made: 

cir ſacred Relicts by the fick are worm. 

d Cripples to their Graves for Cure are born. 
cir Love to us, we may by them perceive. 

ic them they wou'd'n, or for us wou d grieve. | 
Fav rite mighty, as he is, and Great, _ 1 
all cet poſſeſs our I igmore's ancient Seat. 

ch his new Trophies he ſball nc er debaſe, 


c long deſcended Hovours of our Race. 
G 2 ; Nor 


Tvwer, with his Officers, to Feaſt with him on his Birth da 


| Nos San, nor Father ROY, our ut Vallis boah. 155 
PE Toffightthe Traytor's Banles inthe Noth 51 of 
Ner be che Guardians of the Britiſh Pales,... '\ 
Defending England, or preſerving Wales, - e 
Our Wrongs had been at fieſt redrefs'd with 1 f 
They grow with time, and while delay d encreafe. 
Such Spies about us, and ſo oft betray d, bo 
Our Plots muſt ſecrerand ſecure be lad. 
Let our paſt Errors future Faults correct, 
And Care diſſemble, what our Foes ſuſpect. 2 
No anxious Thoughts ſhou'd in your Looks be ſe 
And ſtill you ſnou d remember, you re . 
This only can your Dignity maintain, 
5 Till Fortune in our Favour turns again. Fg 
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of rhe 5 2 5 57 Freneb Nec" K were preſent, 7 — the Pomp 
ol the T Flis Princef was the eideſt * 
only Daughter of Fal ey and Sitter ro Charles IV. King 


of Fran on whole the fell o Edward}. in 
right of his Wie, _ the Kings of England have ever lace 
dom the Arms Gf FR 
ach different Succeſs. | 
„V. 63. King Edvard gave to Guten his Fayourire,” the Je- 
wels and Treaſures his Faber left him, marrying him Ip 
Niece by his Filder Tea and Gilbert Clare Earl of G ; he 
ind with this Youth ( ſuppos d to be of a ſpurious Birt 7 2 
* by Nation) in all manner of Riot and Wantonneſs. 
V. 1. This weak Prince offer d his right in France to the 
band King, and his right in Scoeland to Robert Bruce, if they 
7 n againſt the Barons, on the account 
Gaveſton. | 
V. 24. Thomas Farl of Lancaſter, and Guy kalt of Ware 
, {wore to the late King Edward, they would withſtand his 
n, if be did nor throw off Gaveſton, and were flain in * 
git. 
97. The Spencers, Father and Son, when Gaveſton was 
woe, dlc his Place, the Son was made Lord Chancellor, and 
be Father, Earl of Mintem, as great Villains both, as the other. 
| ey fell afterwards, and had the ſame Fate with Gaveſtm, 
V. 117. Eduard |. did homage for theſe Provinces to the 
5 of Fance. 
143. The Barons Forces receiv'd a great e at 
N rte +þ in Tork. ſhire, by the Ear! of Carliſie, Commane 


ng. 
V. 155. Torlten, Biſhop of eyed, a Favourite of the 
b Wt n's and Morrimers F Faction. : 


1 


1 OBSERVATIONS an the Lord Mortimer's Bb 
V. 9. \ The two Moreimers, Roger Lord of Vgmore, and his 
cle the eldex Lord Mortimer, mo appre Get in the 
et, and the Queen, by means of Torſton Biſhop of Hereford, 
| [ Beak der of Durham and Patriarch of Feruſalem, then 
great Favour, prevaird ſomuch with 'the King, chat he was 
ks and confetned red ro n 
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ta Lr: | | 

2 Table at Kene/worth in Warwick: ſhire, where Was ane 
of the moſt magnificent Caſtles in England, for à hondred 
Knights and a hundred Ladies, and the Entertainment of all Ad- 
een any Part of Chriſtendom, in imitation of Areburs. 

V. 87. Edward |. order d at his Death, that his Bones hond 
be carry d into Scotland by his Succeſſors. in their Wars, being 
perſwaded by a Prophecy, that the Engliſh wou d be ſortunate 
W „ were i hows . 

1 278 Eda made 4 V great Expedition anne 
Scat land, where he loſt near the River Bamocksburn by Strivelin 
upwards of -6ocoo Men, the on'y confiderable overthrow the 
5 at gave of. Engliſb. * 1 2 Ty 2 and 
they theirs with them to this War, for which th! rd wut 
excels of Riot and Diſorder. | n 
V. iss. Pope Clement V. ſent Gugſtelline and Lucas, two Car 

dinals, into Englend, to compoſe the Differences between K 
Edward and the Barons, to whoſe deſire the Rur ſeem'd t 


B. Fess gaser 


SF Ss 


comply, and while they were in Eng/and, appeard willing 
— the Peace, but as ſoon as they left him he broke his Pre 
mile, began the War with Thomas Earl of Lancaſter, and 
accurſt at Rome. | | 
V. 119. There are two many at this day who pretend) 
Zeal for a Church, whoſe Doctrines they neither ile nor u 
r 2 this * wa apd Ambition, 2 - 
elves heads of Parties, and deceive the unthinki rowd wi 
. ee Preteen on * many infrir erer 
Barrel, Drink and Swear for the Fai Ceremonies of v 
d ho mier of Necba ah and C e 1 


4 


* . 1 : W 
* 


OBSERVATIONS. 7 


V. 120. Charles IV. then King of France, invaded thoſe Pro- 
yinces/Which were at that time ſubject to the Crown of Eng/and, 
ſtirr d to it hy the perſwaſon- of the exile Mortimer, in hopes to 
favour the Queen his Siſter's Cauſe by fir. They had been long 
in of the Eugliſp, whom the French ofcen atempred to 


ls. : 
128. The Engl/b Bow-men, as Famous in thoſe days, as 
their Infantry are now; that by the confeſſion of the French 
our Enemies, were the laſt dilorder e in the late War, and the 
n any dangerous Atrack. Buſſide Rgbutzn's Life of Lewis XIV. 
- 1 32+ Bryce King of Scotland, and an ally to Charles. 

V.140, The Earls of Lancefter and Prrwick, who fell ar 
Pomifret were thought to be Saints by the People when dead. as 
they ware their Favourites when living. Great Miracles were re- 
to be done by their Relicts. They canontz d alſo Bobrn 
af. Herefard, ſlain at Burowgh Bridge, and if there are 
an worthy, of ſuch Divine Honour, they are: certainly thoſe 
who die in Defeoce of their Religion, their Country, and their 
Libexties : none being more profligare and wicked, nor more 
worthy of Hate when living, and Scorn when dead, than thoſe 
who for Revenge or Advancement, -contrive che Ruin of their 
Commry by encouraging Factions and Diſcontents, and rbar 
Perſan mut make an abominable Patriot, who never was a- 
gunſt hetaying bis Country till be could not have the Profit of 
r. and has fince been the moſt forward when it was moſt ia his 
Power, and he coald do ir with moſt Advanrage. * 

V. 147. Wigmore, a Seat in Hereford ſpire, Laine ro the 
Mortimers, who were Earls of the Marcbes of Wales, or Lords 
of the order. = e 
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Queen 1/abel to King Richard II. 


* Richard II. havin reſign d the Crown to 
"Hen of Bullingbr wing 285 0 f Lancaſter, 
7 4 Wc. 


terwards King "tarp IV. 
2. — ſhut up in Pontefdart Caſtle. And 

Label bis 15 flies to ber Father Charles V1. 
the French King. She ſends him this Epiſtle 
from France; 5 the King ber Husband, 
1 her the next from Pontefract. 13 


8 Philomel, n the Sede! 
Bewails her Fate, ſo I my Sorrow fing. 
3 5 My Words are interrupted by my Sghs, 7 
. 855 While Floods of Tears are flowing from my Eyas. 
1 How much [ grieye, I want the Pow t to tell. 
The Pains ſor you, and for my ſelf, I feel. 


{4 


Queen Mabel to King Richard Il. 89 
Think, by your own, the Burthen of my Care, | 
And gueſs my miſery, by your Deſpair. 
TisFuſt my Sorrow ſhon d to them refurn, f 
By whom [ ſuffer, and by whom mourn. 
France is a Stranger to the Guile and Shame, 
To Ergland let em go, as thence they came. -/ 
At Pomfret, ever be the Place accurſt, < 
My Griefs were born, and let em there be nurſt. 
| Still was the North, unhappy to your Race, 
Let moſt Unhappy i ia this laſt Diſgrace. 
2 What 2.5 t help the n 0 de- 

9% 4 plots,” 

And ſuture Ages will your Chains 3 
Yet ſince our llls are now beyond a Cute, 
Tia beſt to yield ro what we muſt endure. 
I bate my Eyes, that they cou d deign to >. 
The proud Uſurper, that were us d to thee. 
Impatient of my Lord, a while I ſtoodd, 


The Tyrant and his pompous Entry view d-. 


10 


| ay — Ki Rithand 
But, Oh] how daunted and ſurpris d I lock, 
When ſecking thee, I met with Balling rt? 
The Crowd with Shouts repeated, rend the Air, 
Ian em for the King, they pointed, f here. 
Again, 1 fought chee, but I fought in vain, 
For, curſe the Sight, 'rwas Bullingbrook again. 30 
Thy Robes he wore, and on thy courſer Rade, 
Yer lookt a Monſter, where you lookt a God. 
As Mars, my Hero was as rough in War, j 

In Love, as ſoſt as Capid, and ag fie. 
An awful Aſpect, and a gentle St. 
Our Sex to Conquer, and his on Controul. 


Curſt be the Day, when Her Jed ſhou'd have 
yd 

His might an Mowbray, orby him have 25. 

In ſaving him, you have yourſelf undone, gd 6 

Whoſe Death, demanded, had fecur'd the Throne. 

I faw at Coventry the furious Lord, 148 


The _ r and eme Sword. 


Tue Hetalds came, the Judges were decreed. 


eee e u. 2 


Each Wande onnted.on-a foaming Steed. .,_ - er 

They ſternly frown'd, and bluſi d with mutual 
Rage, 

The Signal only wanting to engage. 

TheicCourlers champt the Bit and tote theGround, 

Alike, impatient of the Noble Sound. 

Curſe on the Minute which your Merey loſt, 

The Price of Freedom, and a Kingdom $ Coft. 50 

For ever let it inauſpicious be, 

To all the World, as tis to you and me. 

Norfalk, the Combat wou'd have juſtly won, we 


And Her ford vanquiſh'd, , 12. bad ſav'd the 
Crown. 


Ador d no longer than he kept his Pride, 

The Peoples Love had with his Glory dy'd. 
My Father kindly did the Wretch receive, 

| pity his Fortune, and his Wrongs believe. 
Such Royal Honours to the Traytor ſhown, 
As Heir to o can and Kindred to the Throne. 60 
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91 Queen Ilabel to King Richard IL 
The vile Diſſembler, thus his Subjects draws, | 
To think him injur'd, and defend his Cauſe. | 
' Your March againſt the Rebel Kerns I view'd, | 
© And heard the Shoutings of the changing Crowd: 
 _ When Millions on their Knees ſubmiſſive fell, | 
And weeping, bleſt the King, and curſt o. Nea. 
To loſe you then a day, they ſcarce afford, | 
And all their Hopes were their returning Lord. 
| Their Lord returning, they diſdain to ſee, 
So fond of Bullingbrook, ſo falle to the. 70 
Kings like the Sun, are ever in our Gght, 
And Clouds are quickly ſeen that ſhade the Light, 
Monarchs Illuſtrious, like the Day appear, 
But Spots diſcover d, if we look too near : 
They fanfie when among their Slaves they ſhine, 
Who call em ſo, believe they are Divine. 
But Judges that approach too near the Throne, 
See the King's Faules, who cannot ſee his own. 
And while to Proſper him, on Heay'n they call, 
His Ruin they contrive, and wiſh his Fall. 80 
1 What 


Queen Iſabel u Rug Richard II. 93 
What new Pretence has Fler ford to the Crown, 
Or from his Father's Right, or from his o Wos - | 
His Father, ſuch as ſhou'd not err, have ſaid, We | 

Was the baſe Iſſue of a Peaſant's Bed. 8 4 
Law, Reaſon, and Deſcent his claim conſute, 
While none your Title, or your Birth diſpute. 
Deſcended from the Victor Edward's Son, 7 
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A greater Hero, his Imperial Crown, 
More rightfully is yours, than thoſe he won. 
Ne'er had the Rebel ventur d on the Coaſt, © 90 
Nor landed on our Shoar his impious Hoſt, * - 
With theſe he ne er had dar d you to the Fight, 
Too weak to hurt us, and too few to fright. 
But that your Counſels to the Foe betray'd, 
Incourag'd Her ford, and your Friends diſmaid. 
The Peircys firſt the promis d Succours bring, 
Againſt their ſworn Allegiance to theKing: © 
 Apainſt their Duty to the rightful Heir, 
And their own Nephew, Valiant Mortimer. 
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When firſt I came to Eog/ard and the Throne, 


Nor Live contented till the King is free. 
Why, by the Tyrant were we fore d to part; 
_—y * ſhould" eaſe "hy 2 


e eee 


The Chains which wound his Royal Limbs, on 
me. 


Vet ſtill,” tis worſe to be deny d thy Wife. 
His Hate, lis Malice, cou'd no larther go, 21 
Nor load us with a Weight of greater woe. hs 
Oh: wou d Aumarl had periſh'd ere betray d. 
The Plot, che Nobles, had to ſave thee, laid. | 
Nor liv'd to break the ſolemn Oath he cook, 
To free the king, and | puniſh A 


Wou'd 


| Like a new Star amid your Court I ſhone: raid 

I drew, and raviſh'd the bebolders Eyes,” ; 
And then they worſhipr whom they now deſpiſe.” * 
Or thus they would not our Misfotrune ſee, | BNET 


Twas worle to loſe thy Kingdom chan thy U 10 ö | 
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Wou'd he had been the Ranſom of our Frlende, 
Brought by his Treaſon ro inglorious End. 
They fell untimely; as we mou their Fate, 120 
They gone too foon; and we remain too late. 
Oh! that my Pow'r was equal to my Will, 
To curſe the Tyrant, as I with him ill. 
All the dire Tormenes and the Plagues of Life, -./ 
A Son rebellious, and a wanton Wie 
Chains, Poverty, and Shame ſhou d be his Lot, 
And his vite Ofpring e te they ripen, rot. 
Green, Scroop and Buſby, Witneſs to his _ 
With Seas of Blood, which he unjuſtly ſpile. 
For Vengeance, Thoufands he has murder d eil, 
And Vengeance dreadful on his Head will fall. 131 : 
He ſwore he did nor ar che Kingdom aim, = 8 
That Gauss Poſſeſſions only were his Claim. 

ve pow rs l who ſaw him at your Altars bow, 
Bleſs him, or Curſe him, as he kept his Vow. 4 
May his own Bullingbrook our Cauſe revenge 15 
On Percy, and his Wife repent the Change. 

17 76 . 80 
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| Sobaſely Cruel co inſult my Woe, us 
| May he chat has advanc'd her, bring her lo: 


| Of Crown, of Liberty and Friends bereft, 
Death is the only Refuge we have lefr. 


A King ſhou'd be himſelf, or be no more. 


wh — N Richard 11 


My 7 


As I for thee, may ſhe for Percy mourn, 140 


And his foul Treaſon on himſelf returtrm. 
In her Son's loſs, in Horſpurs let her ſee, I Ab 
What Gallant Mortimer's has been to me. 


Let her of Honour and Eſtate be ſpoyPd, -- | 


And poor and helpleſs, be at laſt exil'd. 
How ſhall I comfort you in ſuch Diſtreſs 


Or rouſe mn Courage, which your Chains de- 


A King's unworthy of cha Royal Name, 
Who's fond of Living, tho' he lives wich Shame. 


130 


And rather than in odious Bondage lie, 
What King, but you, would be afraid to dies 
$laves may their Fate with fruitleſs Tears deplore, 


* © 8 
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Not 


Oui label ) Ng Nchätdhl. 97 

Not long the Tyrant lf a Rivat Per, 
prevent lis Cruelty and e6d your felt. 
May” the Juſt Pow'rs Who, belt your Sulf 'tings 
rene eee, 
Above Reward: you ſor your Wiongs below, 
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ERVATIONS, - 


Ons 

V. zt. His publick Entry. 

V. 37. Bullingbrook then Duke of Hereford, was challeng d by 
Mowbray Duke ot Norfolk, for words ſpoke againſt him to the 
King, the Combat was to have been try d at Coventry, but they 
were both baniſh'd before ir came ſo far. | 

V. 57. The Duke of Hereford fled to France. : 

V. 63. King Richard went againft the Rebels in Ireland, 
where he was when Henry lande. f 

V. 81. William of Mielbam ſo enragd with Fobn of Gaunt, 
for his oppoſing the Clergy, and favouring the Followers of - 
FWickliff, that he pretended the Queen to. him on ber 
Death- Bed. that the Child ſhe was deliver d of, was Female, 
and that ahm of Gaunt was the Son of a Heming, fo much was 
the Royal Line oblig'd to that ambirious Prelate. 

V. 89. Giving him to underſtand the ill Title his Father had 
to her Father's Kingdom. k 

V. 38. Edmund Mortimer Earl of March, (whoſe Aunt 
Elnor, the Lord Percy marry'd) was deſcended from Phi- 
lippe, Daughter of Leone! Duke of Clarence, which Mortimer in 
right of his Mother, as Heireſs to the third Son of Edward 111. 
King Richard when he went to Ireland, proclaim'd Heir appa- 
rent ro the Crown. 

V. 114. The Abbot of Weſtminſter bad plotted to kill 
King Henry at a Tilt at Oxford, The Hollands, Dukes 
of Exe.er and Surrey, the Duke of Aumarl, the Earl of Sa- 
lickury , Spencer Earl of Glouceſter, the Biſhop of Car- 
Me, Sir Thomas Blunt and um Ton bound themſelves 


ty 


„ '-0BSERVATIONS." | 


by an Oath, ro «faflinare their Sovereign, which the Duke o 
Aumar| diſcover d. 


*. 128. Favourites of d hang d at in 
enry's Progreſs to S ans ou 
59 132. The loſe part of the Cl and others who think theic 


Power cannot be ſupporred bur ms an Arbiirary nn 
have always blacken'd de Soo and the Character of Hemy I 

whoſe Right ro the Crown, by the abdication of Richard 11. 
was indiſpurable, The Hiſtorians of this Party, pretend 
Henry (wore at Doncaſter, he deſit d ry On 4 Father's In- 


N and nothing intended againſt Weh or bis 
rown 


V. 142. Her Curſe fell on Hoeſpur, who. r 
—_ h was Jen at the Battle of Sbremibu | 


G >, AS WIS: Iv; 7 - 99 
King Richard II. 0 Queen Iſabel. 


WV T can you hope ene 


Lord, 
Whoſe Pen's as uſeleſs to him as his Sword 2, 
Both fail alike in my unskilful Hand, 
And I write now, as I did once Command. 
What can I ſay, who cou'd a Kingdom loſe, 
Will a young Queen the mighty Loſs excuſe 2. 
What Eaſe will this to your Affliction bring, 
From one who was, and is no more a King? 
My vile Condition will my Letters ſtain, 
And ev ry Page be printed with my Chain. 10 
Like a gay Dream my former Glories paſs, 
And ſcarce I can remember what I was. 
$ low it ſinks me, by my Stile you'll find, 
My Body's lefs in bondage than my Mind. 
In vain out luſamy I wou'd ſuppreſs, 
Theſe Chains, this Miſery my Shame OE. 


H z 
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doo King Richard II. to Queen label. 


My Tongue which by 3 renounc 25 the 
tf GROW, 1 1 


theſe were wanting, 3 my Wakneſs 2 
My Hand that witnels'd to the Deed wou 'd how, 
Thar all this Ruin to my Fears we owe. 20 
Cou d you for me the Mighty Boarbor flight, 
For me, your Father and your Country quit? 0K 
Young, as you were, to tempt a dangerous Sea, 
And truſt your Beauty to the Winds for me. 
By the firſt Princes of your Realm ador d, 
Cou'd you leave theſe, to ſeek a Fotein Lord. 
Were Europe's Treaſures and her Monarchs ſcorn d, 
That thus by me your Love ſhou'd be return d. 
Did you for this ungtateſul England chuſe, 
That thus ſne might your Virgin Choice abuſe. 30 
For me, your Friends and better Hopes forſake, 
To be thus rob d and ſent affronted back. 
When ſleep, which only gives the wretched reſt, 
Relicyes the Sorrow of my lab ring Breaſt. 


Oſt ie 


Ot to my lb uten Amd, 0 FF 
She brings bee en e. odd 
A Kiag in all my former Pride I ſeetn, 
And fancy then this Bondage but à Dream. 
I view with Joy, thy viſionary Charms, 15 
And ſtrive to lafp hee in my empty Arms. "4 
[think em real, as Id have em be, 8 
And Deion like, embrace 4 Cloud for thee. 
[ calf t my Love, and waking in the Frigit, 
The viſion flies, and I atm loſt in Night, 
Ott, but in vain, 1 hope my Qiicen's tetird, 
More welcom to return, and more defit'd. | 
The Hours ro me ate tardy in their courſe, © 
The paſt I wiſh for, and the prefene curſe. 
When the Sun travels on his golden way, 
| wiſh for Night, and when 'tis Night, for Day. 30 
01d time, methinks, i is in his Race too flow, 10 
And ev ry minute, is an Age of Woe. 
No Change for me the varibus Scafons bring, 
and Winter is to me the ſame with Spring- 

35 —_ Happy 
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ib N Richard L. to Que Ilabel. 
Happy the People of the Southern ſphere. $ 


Where Spring not" Summer crown the ble 
ear, 


On me the Winter Winds with fury blow, 

Our Mountains cover d with perpetual Snow, 
Pomfret, a proper Manſion for Deſpair, I. 
Confines me here, while you are happy there. 60 Fe 
How did the Rout their baniſh'd Her ford mourn, 80 
And pray'd tumultuous for their Friends return. He 
Not their own Griefs cou'd touch the Rabble mote Th 
Than Her'ford's, when he left the crowded Shore, Thi 
When they no longer cou'd their Darling ſee, The 
From bleſſing him, they curn'd to curſing me. But 
The Sentence leſſen'd, {till their Rage encreaſe, Vile 
They want him here, and will have nothing leſß I Still 
My Friends fore ſaw the Miſchiefs they deſign'd Wer 
And I alone was to my Ruin blind. orf. 
He raiſes Trophies on my Father's Fame, His 1 
And with his Conqueſts wop'd adorn his Name Mad: 


br 


i Richard II. 0 Acen label. 10 

Scarce common Praiſe to Edward's Deeds bell 
grant, 

As England's Empire were deri d from Gaunt. 

The Brother Princes to his Genius bow'd, 

Ore them advanc'd, as they above the Crowd. 

The Mighty Father jealous of his Son, 

Fear d that his Glory wou d eclipſe his own, _ 

80 carly forward in perſuit of Fame, | 

He left the Rival King, and won the Dame, 80 

The Brothers follow'd with unequal Pace, 

The next bur lagging in the noble Chaſe, 

The firſt in Valour he, by Birth the firſt, 

But Gaunt, tho not the lateſt, yet the worſt, 

Vile as I am,the Conqu'cing Edward's Son, 

Still more than Lancaſſer s, deſerves the Throne. 

Were England grateful, I had kept my Crown, 

Or for my Father's merit, ot my own, 

His Name the Terror of the Gallzck Field, _ 

Made Armies fly, and hoſtile Cities yield, 90 


H 4 Princes 


10 King: Richard Il; „ee 
Priaces and Kings he lad in triumph home. 
Like the firſt Ceſars to Imperial Rome, 
But ſoon for Eagland, and for me too AG | 
The Glory vaniſh'd that lo brightly ſhone: 
Him, future Apes; like another Mars, 

Shall write a God; and place among tho Stars. 
While none will think that! from Edvard came, 
Or not his Son, or if his Son, his Shame: - © 
So late exalted, we ate ſunk funk fo low, 
What wretch will deign to look upon us now. 1606 
Their Envy once, their Piry we are grown, 
Tho few will pity one that loſt a Crown. EY 
Betray d, deſpis'd, imprifon'd and forſook, 

All fly from us, and run to Bullingbrook.” © © 
Such as we lov'd are from their Poſts difplac'd, 
And fuchas-ov'd us, in his Court difgrae'd. | 
He rules the Realm with Arbitrary Sway, 
The people choſe him, and they muſt obey. * 
| He tramplesn our Laus, out Acts repeals, W 
ita ev 55 thing sa Sa chat he wills. pro 
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Lis own Hegel Tick to maintain. 
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Thus wretchedly depreſt, I bear the weighr, 
Of publick TIntamy, and common Hate. 
Whatever he inflicts, I muſt endure, 

And never was ſo Rich, as now Fm Poor. 

In Want abandon'd, and in Chains Ilie, 
But have not Courage, the? I'wiſh to die. 
I'll take the Counſel I from you receive, © ' 
Who know too much to bid me Hope or Live. 
For when our Troubles are beyond Relief, fzr 
Comfort can t leſſen, but increaſes Griel. 

To find a berter Fortune, I deſpair, 4 

And what it paſt my Hope, is paſt my Care, | 

The PaW'rs above unmindiul of our Woes,  - 
Scarce bumble us ſo much, as taiſe our Foes, ; 
Never, Ou | never be my Wroogs forgot, 
But curſe their Children while the Tray tors rot. 
Curſt be the Crown the Tyrant Her'fard wears, J 
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Wer with his Sons and with his Mothes's Tears: 
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466, King Richard ll ts N, Alba 

The Rebel Peircys will with horror ſee; ' 131 
The Treaſons puniſſi d they have dealt to me. 
Their Pride, the fame pernicious ways perſue, 
For, who have once been falſe, will ne er be true. 
No more, my Queen!” No more my Griefs be 


reer n Un 
The Wound's too great, for Pity, now to heal. 


Sicknels, Old Age, aPriſon and Deſpair, 
Will take the Life which I preſerve by fear. 
For you a better Fate remains in ſtore, . 
on that look forward, and on mine no more. 140 


"OBSERVATIONS. 


V. 17. King Richard deliver'd the Deed of Reſignation to 
King Henry with his own Hand in the Tower, confeſt his inability 
ro goyern, and renounc'd the Kingly Power. 

. 3*. i Lewis Duke of Bourbon courted her before King 
Richard marry'd her, and would have taken her after ſhe re- 
turn d io Frence, but her Father marry'd her to Charles Son to the 
Dake of Orleans. | | 

v. 61. When the King baniſh'd the Duke of Hereford, the 
. Tee ned. and wars deere 
to pleaſe them, took off four of the ten Years exile for hls Di 
7p with Mowbray, who was ſentenc d 88 

V. 71. Richard Il. was Son to the famous Prince Edwar 
calPd' the Black Prince, eldeſt Son and Heir to Edward III. 
who had fix orher Sons, Nilliam of [Farfield, Lionel _ 
#3; Fo lgrence, 


the F 


-OBSPRYVATIONS. 107 


FRY of Gaunt Dake of Lancaſter, Edmund of 
— Thamss of e. A Dake of die. — 


n 
Edward the Black Prince took Jobn of France, 
and brought him Priſoner ro London, where be dy'd in the Savoy; 
be was wo all the Black Prince for bis Complexion, but the 
of his Arms. 

V. 109. In the firſt Parliament which Henry IV. held after 
Richard's abdication, all the Laws were d, which Richard's 
Penfioners had made in the Seſſion of the 20th. of Richerd II. 
which was call'd the Vicked Parliament. Happy for all Lovers 
of Engleſb if Men out of Place and Favour could not 
creep into that Houſe, to promote Faction and Diſ- 
content, under the ſpecious Pretence of ſerving their Country, 
a' Party more lnſamous even than thoſe who for — 
only, promote Publick Good, 0 
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Oe Ns to Oe Tuck: 


Queen Katharine "Dowager of - the Vittoria 
King Henry V. 1 Owen Tudor, 4 
Welſh Gentleman, and one of her Wardrobe, 
at a Ball at Windſor, ſhe was ſo charm'd 
with bis Perſon and Dancing, that ever after, 
ber Love for him increas d, till ſhe con- 
tri d to marry him, and this Letter is the 
Diſcovery of ber Paſſun, which ſhe believ'd 
be never wou d have perceiv'd without it, nor 
"dard to think of, unleſs ſhe mcourag'd tins; ; 
4 very welcome Meſſage to one of bis Fortune, 
who, to be ſure, was not long in doubt bow 
to reply to ſuch a favourable Epiſtle. | 


F for my Tudor, 1 my Birth forget, 

g "The Pride of Majeſty and quit my State. 
He can'c, but with Ingratitude, reprove, 

My forward Paſſion, and triymphant Loye, 


Af 


Queen Katharine to Owen Tudor 109 
At laſt my Grandeur yields to my Deſires, 
Which force me to reveal the latent Fires. 
Conſeſſion ſhou din bis Contempt create; 1 +. 7 
'Tis leſs my weakneſs, Twder ] than my Fate. 
Immortal Phoebus, and Imperial Jove, * | 
Like me deſcended from their Seats aboye.  1@ | 
A Satyr this, and that a Clown appear dd. 
Low d in thoſe Shapes, as in their other fear; 91 | 
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To turn the Wheel Alcides did ſub mit, | . 
And never was before Io truly Great. 
Thy Sov'reigncrown'd with Laurels was to me, 1 
A Suppliant once, as I am now to the. | : 
Wich equal Paſſion I return'd bis Lover, 


And as I proy'd to him, to thee will prove. 1 
Our Vows were conſtant, and our Hearts ſinoere, 10 
I-dear to him, as he to me was dear. 20 
Tho Fierce, yet Lovely, he at firſt appear d. 
And I grew fond of him, whom moſt I card: 
I met him kindled with the Heat of War, 
As Mars, as dreadful, and as Capid, fair. 


of 


To force my Heart the King by Conqueſt ſtrove, 


Mine are the ſofter Arguments of Love. "a." + 


Thee, I beheld amid our rural Sporr, | 
The gayeſt Youth chat ever grac d a Court. 
Victorious both, by different Charms you pleaſe, 


He rough in War, as thou art mild in Peace. 30 


To thee the Monarch mult for: Courtſhip yeild, 
To him, my Tudor, in the duſty Field. 

Still his bright Image in his Arms I ſee, 

And miſs it only when I think on thee. | 

I ſhar'd the Glory that my Hero won, 

The Fame of Conqueſt, and a double Crown. 

A weight too heavy for his Son to bear, * 
In nothing but the Name, his Father's Heir. 

In the rude Noiſe of Battles and Alarms, 

At Treye the King poſſeſt my youthful Charms. 40 
The Foes, in theſe, the price of Peace agree, 
As now they're made, the price of Love in thee. 

I ſeek not Wealth, three Kingdoms in my Pow'r, 
Twere Avarice indeed to covet more. 


Whoe're 


110 Queen:Katharine to Owen Tudor. 


ent Kihei w Obel bdo, 1 u. 4 


Whoe're'will Gold to honeſt Love prefer, 


But Cheats herſelf; and Buys a Wedding dear. 


If I were ſond of Titles, there ate none 


More like to pleaſe Ambition than my owu. 


And Kings who moſt cou'd flatter, this defire 
In vain, to what I offer thee, aſpire. 
Ambition once did all my Soul employ, 

A Tyrant Paſſion, and unſit for Joy; 

Love, gentle Love poſſeſſes now my Breaſt, 

A kinder Miſtreſs and a milder Gueſſ. 

My Paſſion I with pain have long conceal'd, | 
It not too plainly yet too late reveal d. 
Diſhoneſt Wiſhes ſhou d remain obſcure, 
Mine the ſevereſt Cenſure will endure. 
love, and will not with my Pride debate, 


But tell the Youth that he may bleſs his Fate. 60 


I boaſt not that my Father wore a Crown, 
A King my Husband, and a King my Son. 
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My Brother oo akink inight make m6 ai: 2 1 
But having thee chey-ſhall unenvy'd rei 
And how will this the Line ol Gaunt abuſe? Il kat 
Our Houſe has ſure as much as theirs to loſe. | OT 
Both Bear bon and Lerrain are Names as greae, 
As fim d in Story as Plaatagen r. 
From whence do theſe pretend ſuch mighty Odds?" 


Are thoſe derivd from Men? and theſe from! 
Gods? 70 


Are theſe the Offspring of the Sun and Mon? 
And if they wed below the Stars, undone 2 _ 


ml 2 — Gas. aa a Cs 


All Gods and Demi Gods, a heav'aly Race ] 2 
And leſs than Goddeſſes their Bed diſgrace. & + Te 
So Jealous of their Honour, they appear, - - Pr 


As only theirs deſerv d a Princels care: 

So much they think I've got by Henry's Crown, 
I've little worth the keeping of my own. 
OfCharles's Name I might alike be proud, 
And talk as high of his Iluſtrious Blood, ' 80 


2 
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Yet 


Lem Katharine to Owen Tudor 113 
Yet Charles and Henry are the ſame to me, 
Of nothing fond;.of nothing proud, bur thee. 
The Britiſh Princes found” the way co pleaſe, 


John's beauteous Daughter, and 2 — 
Niece; 


They boaſt their Candi and Athen Race, 
12 Challenge at the Liſts the foremoſt place. 
N Monarchs have uſurp d their 


ow r, 


Who conquer'd them, they conquer'd oft before, 
And dy'd the Britiſh Plains with Saxon Gore. 
Refus, a vain and bloody War begun, 91 
To loſe the Glotious Name his Father won. 
Profulely laviſh of his Nobles Blood, 

Sabrind's Stream a crimſon current Flood. 

Twice he atrack'd, and beaten twice return d, 
Now dreading thoſe whom he ſo lately ſcorn d. 

No more of Rufus ot his Atms afraid; 

His weak Invaſion teach em to invade. 
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114 Wen Katttatine Owen Tad 
My Beauty peace to bleeding Nyuure reſtov u. 
And ſtopt the Fury of the Conqu tot 's Sword 0! 
In Love as mighty as he was in Arms, 10% 
His Courage leſs ſubdu'd me than his Charms. 
Nor did I Henry to my Bed prefer, WWW gals o 
'Thro* want of Choice, Neceſſity or _ lea}. 10% 
A Crowd of youthful Hero's I refuſm. 
And him becauſe he beſt deſerv'd me chuſe. 
Like vulgar Things the rival Princes ſeem, | 
Who look like Gods, near any one but him. 
The Wile, to Gloufter, muſt in Counſel yield, 

The Brave, to Bedford i in the doubtful Field. 110 
Clarence for Picty and Valour fam d., 


And Tork's high Worth is thro' the World =» 
claimd. 
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The preateſt Princeſs might on Warwick Smile, y 
On Pool or Vere, and not her Honour ſoil. , _,,, 


Above em Henry eminently ſhin'd, Pry 
His Micn exalted like his God-like Mind. 


Quun Katharine to Owen Tudor. 115 
By Nature ſorm d to conquer and to move, 
To vin hy Victory, or charm by Lo -e. 
My Heart to him without reſerve i gaye/, 

And Tador: what his Sov'reign had, ſnall have. 1420 
No alien Wiſhes ſhall our Peace moleſtt. 


Nor Jealouſie diſturb thy quiet Breaſt, _ 
80 ſweet an Air is in my Lover's Face, Nig E 
Ic graces ev ry thing he does or ſays. . 


Thy Language which to ſome wou d barb tous be, 
Is muſical; and elegant to me. 
The Words that once diſguſted me, delight, f 
And what ſeem ſavage then, is now polite- 0 
Thoſe which in other Lips I might condemn, 
Looks Lloquent in thee, tho Rude in them. 130 
As ſmoothly flowing from thy melting Tongue, 
As Artick Numbers or the Grecian Song. 
No artful Notes ſo moving, ſo Divine, 
No Speech ſo pleafing, as no Voice like thine. 
The boaſted Wonders of the Thracian Lyre, 
Nc'ce breath d into the Soul ſuch ſoſt Deſire, 
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446 Qgeen Katharine to Owen Tudor. | 
Let not the Preſence of à Queen deſtroy 
A Lover's Courage, nor diſtrat thy Joy. 

Buch yielding Majeſty thou need'ſt not ſcar, 
Nor ever wilt by too much daring ern. _ 
A Princeſs loſes with her Heart, her Pow'r, - 
And Queens in Love are Women, and no more. 45 

Like theſe, are ſubject to the common flame, 

The fame our Wiſhes, and our Joys the fame. 

The Man is little fit to ſerve the Fair, 

Who durſt not whena Queen invites him dare." 


Tl quit my Majeſty like awful Fove, 


The Rage, the Malice of the Crowd deſpiſe,” 
Their Threars are impotent, and baſe their yer 
To- pleaſe my ſelf, like other Women free, 151 
In nothing 1 delight, but pleaſing thee, . 
In this, my Tudor! T'll my Life employ, 


While Kings ſhall envy thy tranſporting Joy: 

Advanc'd above their Fury or their Hate, 

We'll Live and Love, and leave the reſt to Fate. 
OBSER- 


And in a gentle Form, receive my Love. _— al 
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v. 36. he; ſand bis Wien Neben Seve an 11 = 
King and 2 of They, during the Life of the French 
chalet VI. agreement, to be ſtild Peer 
France, and mw Charke? s Death to * the Crown entirely. 


10 40. At Tue in Champaigne, King Hen V. marri' his: 
een Katharine. 


Ve 1. She was Daughter to Charles VI. Siſter to Charles VII. 
r Rn, Wife to Hewy V. Mother to Hemy VI. Kings 

Vs Henry V. Son of Hem LV. Son. of Jahn of Gaunt 
Duke of-Lancaſter. . 

V. $4 - Llewellin 40 xa ag marti d Fan, Daughter to King 
Jobn, a very beautiſul Llewellin ap Griffuch, marti d 
Elnor, 9 to Simon Momfore Eail of Leiceſter, and Couſin 
o Edward L. they were both Princes of ales. 

V. 86. Camilee, the ancient Palace of Arthur, wap 
Knights were molt of this Country, according to the Fable. 

** William Rufus, Son to William the Baſtard, call d 
the Cingular made two Expeditions againſt the Welſh, in which 
be lott many of the chie N and the beit part of his 
Armies. The Welſh 2 by his ill Succeſs, made ſeveral 
proſperous lncurſions into 2 * Reigas of this Refs, 

King Ha II. King Fobm a | 

99 I/abe: Queen 4 = the Dake of Hm. 
brought rhe young Princeſs Ratbarine to King Henry, iet at 
— 2 the River Apr hers a Peace and his e were 
con 
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ST 4040; 7251 dre molod ein efl1gd one 
ran 32006 elde) ode 
Oven wy udor to Queen Kh tharme, 


yo OUR Lecter I receiv'd with ſuch Spade, 


I thought my renſport might delude or” 
e JE 3x2] 


4n Extaſie cho tender Digs 1 view;: e 8 N 
Too tender I ſuſpected to be trum. 
Why ſnou d my Queen my honeſt Heart dau 
Why write, I reaſon d, in ſo ſoft a Stile 2 // 


| 
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The more I read, I thought ir more N 1 
A 

N 
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And glorious Hope ſucceeded to my fear. Ka 
'Tis Love, ye Pow'rs, tis mighty Love ery's, 
Who tames Ambition, and who humbles Pride; 10 


My Lips with Rapture to the Seal Ifixt, ; II. 
And as I read, a thouſand Kiſſes mit. 0 
My Soul cou'd ſcarce the boundleſs Joy contain, in 


Forgot its Fears, and felt no other Pain / Ti 
Thus the fond Mother meets her abſent. "ny 
Team thys, ſhe doubts if tis her own, 
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omen Tudor i Queen Katharine. I's 
She bathes his Boſom with her joyous Tears, 
She feels and yet, to truſt her Pleaſure fears. 
-Tiltwa We a Dream, ſhe thought 6 
She finds her Fortune is as face as Great. 20 
From diſtant Wa/es, to Court, I never came. 
By Henry's Conqueſts tempted, or his Fame. 
I, ne er pretended in the State to riſe, 
The Courtier's Arts, and che aig, A ö 
I ventur'd early in a Chriſtian War. 
And ſhew'd for Vertue what a Youth cou d dare. 
Tho? Vain and Young, a better Cauſe I choſo, 
And prov'd my Valour on the Church's Foes. 
Not Love, nor wild Ambition then poſſelt 
My peaceful Soul, nor yet had broke my reſt. 30 
| left not Cambria thro' the blind Event 
Ot Fortune, but eternal Fare's conſene, | 
In Britiſh Merlins ſacred Books we read, 
That Monarchs ſbou'd in Tudor's Line ſucceed.” 
Tho late, we ſee, the Prophet's words are 570 | 
And kerſectiy. at laſt, falfil'd in you. 

I 4 The 


6 24 10 Owen Tudor to geen Katharine. 
The Fates, he faid, our Lel net wou'd ada, 
To England's Scutcheon, and the Arms f He. 
The Leek, the Lily, and the Roſe ſhou'djoyn,/* 
Tbe Roſe, the Lily, yours ; the Leck is mine 40 
As England's Queen, the bluſhing Role you bear, 
Of eee, as Daughter, you the Lily wer- 
Of both, the Queen, the Dowager of bot. 
Of this by Conqueſt, and of that by Oath. - 
My Hopes are tous ring to ſo vaſt a height, 
By you encourag d, and decreed: by fate. 
Whom ſhou'd our Nuptials injure or diſpleaſe, 
We cannot err in what our fate decrees ? 85 8911 
Who ſtrive to daunt us by their Threats or wy 
Oppoſe Heav'ns Pleaſure, in oppaſing ours. 
You need no Pallas, nor no Juno dread, 2 
No Rival to diſpute your Lover's Bek. 1 
þ A brighter Hellen I in you enjoy, IF? 
Yet atm no Foes to fire another Troy, © © © 
The fair beginnings of our Loves declare, CY 
- The End will be as kind, as theſe are fait. | 
1 b 
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Ne, to page X fi 1 
wan graceful meakure;! Hike Pr dane's;" 
-Anduphy falling by my Queen,/advined.” | = 
So aftive at tho porto you might have feen,” 
Mygayery wos meant, to charm the Queen,” |" 60 
Fare works noralways by the common Ways, 
For that which ruins ſome, may others raiſe, 
Whatever means he uſes late ot ſoon, © 
The Bus'neſs He deſigns to do, is done. | 

| Not much infected with my Nation's Vice, 
Where ev'ry Slave's deſcended from the Skies: ; 9 
Each vulgar Wretch his high Deſcent will p proye, 
From Plælur, Hercules, and ſome from Jeve. 

My Fathers were, alas! of mortal kind, 

And not one God in all our Race we find. 70 
Princes and Hero's, I perhaps, may bring, VA 
And Knights whoſe Deeds our ancient Poets lag. | 
To grace my Birch, from Arrbur 1 might prove, 2 
Your Tudor came, but what is Birth in Love : 1 T2 
Oft in their Songs our Britiſh Bards repeat, - 
Coney Leoline the Great. 


Enuconand:Fheadere are often ung, 0 yo.l7 
And fait Gia from whom I ſptung· .. 
In long Succeſſion they have reigu d in Wales,.;4 
Nor is it Fable, nor Romantick Tales. 80 
Vet this I do not to deſerve you plead. 
But only by your Goodneſs muſt ſacceeds.,., ; 1 + 
Tho who will ſearch into our ancient Lins 
And proud Plantagener's compare with mine: 
Will ſee that Fortune in our Cauſe appears,  - ; 
Much more to ours indebted than to their. 
This, as a Prince, with Modeſty I boaſt, 

A Prince, whoſe Name, as well as Pow'r is loſt, . 
On what we were, I will no more look back, 
But what my Queen ſhall mm 
In me my Country's Honour ſhall revive, 
And in our future Sons her Glory live. 

Her Fame ſhall ſpread, and be by all conſeſt, 
To French nor Exg/iſh now no more a Jeſt. 
Ungrateſul to us, they forget how well, _ . 
The Dane, the Swede and Saxon we repel ; .. . 


stine. * 
They t both eee a forein N 
We kept dur Liberty, when theirs was loſt. 
No alien Phraſeg in out Speech inttude, 
"Which ſince tis uneotrupt, they fancy rude. 100 
If cheirs ſo elegant, ſo rich are grown, 
'Tis more with borrow'd Beauties than their own, 
Thoſe marks of Slavery we ſcorn to bear. 
Nor wou'd to be polite, their Ferrers wear. 
The rreacherous Saxon ne er prevail'd in wales, 
Nor once unpuniſh'd paſt the Briz5/þ Pales, 
The ſwelling Se vers and our holy Dee, ͤ —rN 
We fix d our Bounds, and were within em free. 
From Brute, or whom the Fable Brutus names, 
Hler Riſe our Nation, and Precedence claims. 110 
The Rage of all Invaders we have ſtood 
The ſacred Remnant of the Trojan Blood: wan 
With this Content we never-wou'd advance, 
Our Fame by vexing, or ſubduing France. | 
Like Henry we as eaſily had won, ; Ky | 
Another Kingdom, as have kept aur o n. 


, Ls 1 


Our Valour equal, tho“ our Numbers le 19112 


Our Coutuge ſulſees por from our Sücesſ. 
This tedious Story I too long perſue, 0 


Sinco nothing but my Love can merit you. +46 
Fly ſwift, ye Minutes! like my Wiſhes fr 


To my Queen bring me, and begin my Joy. © :- 


Forgive my Youth, my Lover's Hopes forgive,” ' 
For Hopes fo daring, muſt be fed to li ye. 
Oh! when, as often I refle& how mean 
How low L am my ſelf, how high my Queen + - 


A King, how little worthy to ſucceed; » 


And rival Monarchs for your Royal Bed: 
What Pains unutterable then I feel, © 


Tis worſe to my tormented Soul than Hell. 136 


So poor you keep me till you grant the reſt. 
Poſſeſt of nothing till of all poſſoſt : 
So many ways to loſs you there appear, 
So few to koep you, you'll excuſe my Fear: 
My Jealouſie eucreaſt by what I read. 
122 0 Idread. 
* Suſpicious 


Suſpicious of Apple's Beams I grow, _ molto 
And the cool Winds which on your Beauties blow: 
Of fair Leucat hae and Orithea dream, . 1... .; 
And Neptune toying in a gentle n _ 
Of young Erigone's unhappy Feaſt, _ 

When Bacchus in a Grape the Nymph careſt; . 
Tho' idle Fables, they my hopes abuſe. 
So mych I have to gain, ſo much to loſe: i304 
Tho! leſs than Henry in Renown and Arm, 
In Tudor, you may find as pleaſing Charms. ak 
Kings do not always what they promiſe, prove, 
Nor Hero's triumph in the Fields of Love: 
Young, kind and faithful is a Lover's worth, ©  -. 
And more than anſwers what he wants in Birth: 
Yer like the Son of Phæbus I may ſtrive, 13 
To guide the Chariot, which I cannot drive. 
My Soul, that to your Favour dares aſpire, _ 
Shews, tis coflam'd with an immortal Fire. 
Forgive me, lovely Queen, if I expreſs, 
My wiſhes in a plain, bur honeſt Dreſs: 
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To doe prevailing Paſſion all incline,” . er * 
Some darling attribute, and Love is miner I: 18952 
By Beauty you are famous as by Birth; Vang, 
By Heavn defign'd to cher the drooping Earth 
Tis only Love in your exalted State, 167. 
Can make you ſtill more Happy and more Great.” 
A King might Court you with a better Grace, 
Might flatter better, but wou · d love you les. 
For who in Politicks or War excel, * 
Are worn too much to Pleale the Ladics well. 


OBSERVATIONS 


(Vas, Tudor and other young Gentlemen, engaged in 4 
Voyage, Volunteers, in the defence of Rhodes. 

33. Ambroſe Merlias, who, as tis thought, gave his Name 
to the Town and County of Carmarthen, his Prophecies are ftilf 
extant. 

V. 37. The Arms of Tudor were three Helmets. 

V. 57. Owen Tudor Dancing before the Queen ar Windſor, in 
” a turn, not being able to recover himſelf, fell into her Lap, as 
ſhe ſat on a Stole with her Ladies about her. R 

V. 76. Cadwallader, the laſt King of the Britains, deſcended, 
ſays Feoffrey of Monmouth, from a Race of Trojans, to whom 
an Angel, if you'll believe the Hiſtorian, appeat d, commanding 
him to go to Rowe to Pope Sergius, where he died. 

V. 77. Encon was ſlain by the Rebels of Genland, he was 
a famous Perſon in his days, was Father to Theodere, of whom 


ee the Princes of South · Wales. 


V. 78. 


OIBSERPATIONS * 


V. 78. Guenelliam Daughter of Rees 3 
Prince of Soutb-Males, marry'd Edmund Vau 


| Owen Tudor, at leaſt this Genevlagy was found ont aer h 
poſterity came to the Crown. 
n call'd Leolimug s, Prince of North-Wales.. \.  \ 
no He ſtiles himſelf, a Prince deſcended from Prince 


V. 94- The Welſh defeated the Englſs ar Scroggen-Caſtle 
near Offa's Dyke in Henry * time, yet r 22005 boy aria hl 
dexterity, rurn'd the name of Ser of reproach 
for the Weleabmen, which they . with 3 | 
V. 103. 1 need nor l that the Welſh are the remains 
of the Britains, which the Pits, Saxons and Danes drove into 
that corner of rhe Iſle where they now inhabir, and have 255 
ler d their * | 
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Elnor (obbem to Duke run br 4 


! 

/ 
Elnor Cobham Ducheſs of 0 J Glouceſter, Wife . 

of Humphrey, Sirnam d the Good, Dal 

of Glouceſter, and Protetior of ile Kg, II 


7 the Minority of bis — f. 
T 
King, was condemnd to three . 
At 


Pennances in London, and to be word 
wards conſi d to the Iſle of Man; which. 
Sentence was accordingly execiited, Fros 
Man ſhe writes to Duke Humphrey this | 
Letter ; and the next is bis Anſwer. 


: « 3; ©. 


T- wonder ho to ſend you this preſumes, , 
And turn, methinks, to know from whom 


it comes: X 
I ſcar, ſo wretched, when my Name you ſee, 5 
You'll ſcorn the Letter in Contempt of me. | 


What 


Elnor Cobhani Dike 1 150 
*.. hall I do chat you my plaint may hear: 


my very Being Tit ſorſwear: 
2 famous, ſo odious growu, 
i Wk by what you hate, be known: 
And yer;for what ſhou'd yon confounded ſtandꝰ 
What can you ſee to fright you in my Hand? 10 
You ate no ſtranger to my Shame and Woe, 
Too long, too much have known, to Wonder now | 
from you the worſt of my Mistortunes came, 
The Subjett ſtill, and my Complaint the fame, - | 
My Letter, you believe, will blaſt your Sight, 
And read with trembling what in Tears I write: - 
Yet thele co hurt you have no ſecret harm, , 
No dreadful Spell and no inſernal Charm; ' © © 
From theſe; my Lord has nothing ill co fear, 
Whoſe Health and Joy I to my own prefer, 20 
A loyal Wife petitions you to read. £ 
Who brought you for her Dow'r a you: 854. 4 
Tho' Beaufort's Malice todefame my Liſe. 
Thy Miſtreſs makes me firſt, and then thy BF 


'K :- 


* 
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130 to L 
If once lune Studies Lapply'duo: 4 16212 © T 
I us d no lawleſs means to be thy Brig: an H allo tl 
I won thee not by Trick nor Magic Charms, Id i] 

Nor practisd Arts to tempt thee to my Ams? 
1 try d no Philters nor bewitrching Draught, * 
To force thy Love as ſome have weakly thought: 
I can no worth as Holland's Princeſa boaſt, 31 
But on out Iſland brought no forein Hoſt: vor 21) 
No clam tous Husband chac'd the flying _ 


Nor forc'd thee baſely to ſuppreſs the Shame, | - e 
To ſend her back polluted as ſhe came: 
Nor Burgundy, nor Brabant claim'd thy. Wiſe, 5 
Nor did our Spouſals fill the World with Striſe: 
No ſacred Court was mov d to make us part, 
For none thy Right diſputed to my Heart: 
No fierce Commotions from our Nuptials rose, 40 
Nor Provinces attackt by neighb' ting Foess. 
Your Brother's Princely Conſort may refign,.../ 
Her Title to precedence here to mine 
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1 n ag. h 
| The great Protector s Wiſe deftroys her Claim, 
i elſe I might not to that Honour aim: 
I by the Luſtre of our ancient Race, 
[ have no Title to ſo high a Place; 
Greenwich, Once Wiraeſs of our Royal State, 
Sinks in our Fortunes as ſhe roſe of late, 
To the next Towns when I was wont to ride, 30 
The joyful Province put on all her Pride. 
The Silver Thames to meet my golden Barge, 


gvelb d his white Waves, and proudly bore the 
Charge. 


The Ships where er r the wanton \ Galley row wd, 


Hung out theit chequer'd Tops, and ſpread wer 
Flags abroad. 


Where er I went, I like a Goddeſs mov'd, 

I Ador'd by all, if not by all belo d. 

now con'd the Crowd my Ignominy ſee? 
uy davim Puniſhment for Love of the. 
wen doom d to vulgar penance in the Street, 69 
Vilein my Dreſs, and wounded'in my Feet. 


&s: =: l 


| " E TER 0 Dyke vamp, 
I march'd and ſuffer 'd, Conſcious of 145 Wro 50 { 
The rude laſukings of plebeian Tongues. | vey bo 


Where then waſt thou and ſupr 
| mand? _ - 10 1 r 


Where then the great Protector of the Land 75 
Oft all thy Brother Princes, flil'd che G 

More ſamous ſor thy Vertue than thy Blood. [ 
For, who of all Heroic Edward's Line, 
Has kept his Fame ſo uncorrupt as thine? 
Who elſe next Henry ſhou'd the Realms advatice, 
To Guide this Empire and to Bridle France * 71 
1 Rayut?'s proud Daughter muſt be ſerch'd in haſt, - 


Too our  Diſ.onour on the Throne be placd, 
And Main and Anjou on the Beggar caſt. 

In vain thou labour'ſt with inceſſant. Toil,- al T 
Wich a fair Heireſs to enrjch out Ile. 

There's nothing worthy in Arminiack ck, . 44 
Since, Pool will haye his Darling made: a its 
By chis the Minion is become ſo great, ry 


To rival Princes in their Pow r and State. 80 
| To 


cds n "3 
tale this Realms wich arbtrary Sway, 
And govern thoſe he ſhou'd himſelf obey. 

1 Why, when the Ocean bore him, were his Sails 

/* i Swoln gently out with mild Ereſſan Gales ? 


wo. when he brought her, did the Winds re- | 
in 


Their Rage, aud curl with en Waves the 
0 Main? 


Why Aeli wm 20 Thuoderr roar, 
And angry Tempeſt daſh em on the ſhoar 2 .., 
E're the-arriv'd to waſt with laviſh hand. 

On-worthleſs Slaves, the Riches of the Land. 90 
What Henry conquer d, and what Bedford * ; 
By Rayner's griping Poverty is ſwept. | | 


— whom we have fetch'd from diſt 
. ſhores, 


With forcin Treaſures have encreas 4d c our 3 
Which to our Coffers vaſt Revenues brings, 


The Life of Subjects and che Strength of Kings, 18 


0 2 * 3. . Which 
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Which anittates this Soldier beſt to H acl 


And beſt fapports us to tammtam our Right oi 
She brought us Ruin for a Royat DOW F, 's * 
And ſinking in out Fortunes, fank us lot. 10⁰ 
Yet from her always 1 receive moſt Wrong, 
And ſuffer moſt from her malicious Totigue. | 
Witch, Beldam, Sorc'reſs are her POO 
The civilſt Names which ſhe on m6 affords." 

Oh, for het ſake that I a Sor reis were, 

By Day to plague her, and by ©5444 ig | 
Her Face with cank'ring Scratches I wou'd rear, 
Or with myſterious Knots bewitch her Hair Try 
By Night unſeen, lie heavy on her Breaſt, | 
Break ber ſoſt Slumbers and diſtract her Reſt: 410 
Or pinch her tender Skin, with fairy Pains, 
Which holds her wanton Blood in azure Veins: 
Oc cake ſome other more familiar Shape? may 
That my "juſt Vengeance ſhe thight ne et eſcape : 
Were I her Robe that I her Fleſh might hurt, 
Wich figrcer Poyſon than Alcides Shirt : 


The 


Einer — 35 
The Venom thro her Veins I wou'd diſtil, 
And her whole Frame with wild Deſtruction fill: 

Were I a Flow'r that wou'd her Smell invite, 

Soft to the Touch, and tempting to the Sight; 120 
Id ſtrike with peſtilential Fumes her Brain, 

Till the grew mad like me, and rav'd with Pain. 

'Tis aid, the Druids once poſſeſs d this Ille, * 
Mona, the place of my unjuſt exile; 


Whoſe pow'rful Charms prodigious Wonders 
wrought, 

As Doctrine worſhipt, and as Science 1 80 Fc 

Oh, that to me they had their Spells reſign'd ! 


Which rais'd and buſh whene'er r they pleas'd the 
Wind: . | N 


The Moon affrighted trembled in her Sphere, 


With Horror heard their Voice and ſhrunk with 
fear: 1 30 


Coud I like theſe deſtroy the Plowman's Seed, 
Or bane the Flocks as on the Down they feed, 


K4 Infernal 


io 136 Bpte ese due 
Faſeina Spirits nurſe with Inlant. Rand 10 

Wa aft theo! the Air, or ore the brit Flood dd | 
Had l this Knowledge that by time is hoff 1 
I wou'd Rl haunt her like an injur'd Ghoſt, n 
| 0 pardon, pardon, my ungovern'd Tongues: o 
What Woman can endure ſuch mighty, Wrong d. 
The fleav as, as nearer ſhe approach d our Land. 
GSeekurd to forbid her to defile the Strand. 140 
Blue Lightning Aaſht amain, and Thunder roars. 
And Ergland's Genius her Deſcent abhor'd: _ 


Earth quak'd, and twice the 1 98 kept back * 
Tide, 


Reludant to bęhold _ on bis dae; of” 
Pauls ſhook with Tempeſts, and her 8125 


ws YPire, * n 
Blaz'd out with obaſtly Flames and. yer fire; 


Our ſtarely Buildings from their Baſe were tory, © 
Flung down, or were aloft by Whirl. winds bomz 
The Storm, the Image of her mind, theſe , 

Propherick to the Woe our Kingdom n Wy 
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eee Hultiphiy. "137 
Oh! blame nie ndr, for when 1 durſt nor ſpeak, | 
My Heart is ready with the Load to break | 

I, whoſe Degree was lately near the Throne, 

Am b a Vagabond, an our-caſt grown; 

No ſhining Robes my wretched Limbs adorn, 
Wiapt in a Mantle, and expog'd to ſcorn: 

My Preſence once cou d ſtrike the Crowd withaw, 
Whole Suff rings ſcaree can their Compaſſion draw : 
Abroad I ſeldom venture; but by Night, 
Grown' noxious, like an Oiwl,to human Sight; 160 
In Clifts of Rocks, ot in a dampy Cell. 

In Caves, the Confines of the Grave, 1 dwell; 
My Eyes in which my Lord ſuch pleaſure took, 
Each youthſul Grace, and eviry cheerful Look; 
Are early baniſnit thence by Care and Pain, 
And,haggar'd Wrinkles in their place remain: 
Like.Rings of Gold my Locks but lately bin d, 
Their Curl the Frolick of the gameſom Wind; 
Now like a Gange s, my diſhevel'd Hair 


Hangs o'er my fack, and whom it charm/ d, wou'd 
ſcare 3 My 
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433 Flaer Oobhum 1s Duke Hompbiy: 
| My Breaſts no more like (owy Hills appear, 1 
The Loves are ſoen no more, not Graves there 
My Skin with loathſom Jaundice is o er grown, 
To thee, nor to my ſelf, I cou'd no more be known; 
So much of all that's lovely; I'm beteſt, 
The Ruins of a Beauty ſcarce are left: 

Jo think how Happy I was once, and Fair, 

How wretched now, and how I thence deſpaix e 
When 1 reflec on what I once cou'd boaſk,. 
And what of Pow'rand of Command I've loſt : - 


I rave with Madneſs like Tartarias Prieſts, 181 


Or Nymphs of Barchas at their frantick Feaſts: 
On Beauford may Fg yptian Plagues deſcend, .// 
That Prelace, rather I ſhou d call him Fiend; 
There's ſamething in his Name methinks ſo foul, 
Forgive me Heav'n, tis Poyſon.to my Soul ;.. - 
The Traytor, he, who when my Cauſe was heatd, 
Okt all my Judges, molt my Foe appear d 
Not ſuffet d in my own Defence to plead,” + 
laxented Miſcbieſs to my Chart tie laid 3 190 


E 


0 
my 


Pidge-Goblicns „eee, 35 | 
Thar Ito Bullinbroot's Deſigns agreed. 
And by my Preſence juſtify*d the Deeds | - | 
That T-afliſted at their Magick Rite. 
Conversd wich Goblins and familiar Sprightsz' | 
That Southwel was by my procurement won, 

And all by Beauford's watchful Cunning known. 
Why ſhou'd the Baſtard be allow'd to vaunt 
Himſelf deſeended of the ſamous Gaunt 2 

Who gave him but of Charity bis Name, 

To hide the Foundling and his Parents ſhane : 200 
For if Report of ancient Times be true,, 

He neer his Father nor his Mother knew: 

For this he practis d Marder on his Son, 

By Henry's Death, to ſeize on Henry's Throne. 

By him a bold Afﬀaſlin was convey d, 

And near the Royal Bed in ambuſh laid: 

The Victor Prince had periſh'd by his Sword, 

Had not a Dog more faithful ſav'd his Lord : 

The Queen, the Prelate and her Minion Pool, 
The King and Kingdom at their pleaſure Rule: 2 10 f 
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140 Einor Coblam to. Duke Humphry? | | 

Among their Fav'rites they our Wealth divide, 

Aud all too little to maintain their Pride: r. Ls 

The King does nothing bur the Name enjoy, 
; His States theſe govern, and will che, 

: Late may the Hour of our Deſtruction come, 

But 'ris: too plain to doubt if we conſume: 0 

. May my Lord live from their Attempts ſecure,” 

Tho» who is under ſuch Protection ſure? 
Oh, that thou wou'dſt thy Glowſter's Stile refuſe! 

Some other Title and DiſtinRionchuſe ; : 220 
The Name, I fear, is fatal to thy Houſe, | 

To them as it has prov'd, twill prove to us: 

When J fore · ſee thy ſuture Danger near, 

I oſten wiſkrthee baniſh'd with me here: 

Farewel, my Lord, my laſt adieu receive, 

'Tis all, alas that I have leſt to give, 
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V. 23. Cardindl Beayford, un e pretended 
ſhe eh A Philters to is Love. : 

marry Jacomin, Daughter 10" « 
Dake of Held _ i of he Dai of ben wich whom 
| d, and made War on Duke Humphrey, who by the 
Sentence of the Pope, was chigd to return her th ber firſt 


Husband. / 
V. 43. The Duke of Bedford's Wife, . 
Duke Nen regent of France, and Glouceſter t 


Pt 68. Deſcended from Edward III. by Fobn of Gm 
V. 77. The Princeſs of Arminiac, whom the Duke of Glow- | 
ceſter wou d have ys his Nephew, but Poall Duke of 
Suffolk mannag'd him ſo well, as to get him to rake his Friend 

aret, Daughter to the Poor King of Sicily. 

. 191. Bullsngbrook and Southwell, convicted -with the be- 
cheſs of Sorcery. 2 

V. 208. The Cardinal was accus'd of endeavouring to get 

Henry V. aſſaſſinated, and tis aid, a Dog in the King's Cl 
diſcoyer'd the Murderer. | 


MY 
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| Die Hobo to Elnor Coby: 


S of Ire}. bitt! 


AN 1 * thos; or behold tby Fall 345 
A By mevunpiry'd, tho! 'rwas wiſh's wen 
Swifter than Shades our fleering Pleaſure flics, 

Bur Grief is ſooner born, and later dyes. © | b 
Such cruel Thoughts of me thou wou'dſt ſuppreſs, 
If chou cou dſt judge Impartial in Diſtreſs, 5 
In all thy Trouble I have had my ſhare, 2 
Thy Wrongs are mine, thy Shame and thy OY 
How was I ſtruck when Fame and Envy ſpread '- 
That Eler, guilty, was from Juſtice fled. rg / 
Of black Deſigns and helliſh Arts accus'd, ö 
By Onlye and the Witch of Eye abus'd. 

That for the King's Deſtruction ſhe conbin' d, 

With invocated Fiends in Counſel joyn d. 

Were Henry waſted by a Magick Fire, 
Aud melting by degrees ſhou'd thus expire. 


Nils 


3 to. Elnce Cabham 144* 
As in his Picture he conſum'd away, 

His Perſon-ſhov'd) inſenſibiy dec. 
This picsc'd my Soul, and I for thee began 
By fear, tp ſind I Was no more than Man. 20 1 
Were the Wounds heal d which for thy . 


feel, 
Thine might continue ra ai me dul. ** 
But how can I, from all Infection free, 
Forget thy. Sartow while I think on thee 2 
When thou art hurt, can Lbe free from Pain "4 


Or ſhoud'ſt thou by thy ſelf the mighty Load, 
ſuſtain? 


My Soul for light Afflictions has no om. 
Compleatly wretched I'm by thine become. I 
Tho abſent, thy Misfortunes rack my Mind. 
Thy Shame, tho' thou art gone, remains behind - 
Tho' from thy Husband thou art forc d to part, 3 
Thy mournful Image never leaves his Heart. 


* 
* 


No Eyes bewail, none pity our Dilſtrels, ; 
Our Grief the more, howe' er, our Debe rho 1 
101 371 gon 0 


; The 


Aa by 
Their changing Love is with our Fortune * 
A Fate which ne er ſhou'd difappoint the N 
They court the Happy, but the reſt deſpile. 
What cou'd fo far thy wild reſentment move? 
Again to charge me with a forcin Love? 2 
To former Ills tis time to bid adieu, > BEE: 
We find enough to plague us in the New. 
Have not I tenderly thy Uſage mourn'd ? 
And thy Complaints with mutual plaints return' il 
Did I unkindly in this hour forbear, 
For Sigh to anſwer Sigh, and Tear for Tear? 
Or ſeeming unconcern'd did I neglect, 

Thoſe Signs of Love, your Sex ſo much aſe 2 1 
Cou d any gueſs or by my Dreſs or Mien, | 


LY 


Jachis your Quazsl with me you ſhou'd know... 
No troubles arc ſo ſtrong as ſilent Wo. 


The Orowds'y6od Wiſhes are from ws eme, BA 


It 


4 +5 


My Thoughts were undiſturb d, my Heart ſereneꝰ 1 
Did none diſcover when, or how I grier d? 5x. 
Nor in my Looks, my Diſcontent perceiv d? 


1 1 


* 


pol d yidgmuH a et 
N to . 
4.5 unuerer'd they remain. gan 10 f I 
They Fave ſillchere, and ſtill ] live 1 in PRs "RW, 
Atiction. by; Concealment is increas'd, faq 
Ir leſſens when expreſt when known, Wend 
What of her Wealth to me has England lent 2 
Eramine what ſhe has receiv'd or ſpent. = 
Like her true Son, I have obedient prov'd, 6.5 
Yet am I, tell me, like a Son beloy'd 3 
A ſpurious Offspring muſt my Rival be, 
Set up to ſand between the Throne and th me, 
Maſt I with him my Priviledge difpute, 
The Realms ſhall judge ic, and his Plea conſurs. | 
Is Wiſdom mighty off, when Force is weak, 
Let France, how much ſhe owes my _—_— 
ſpeak? | | 
Cravant, Verne and Egincoort. cam OE 
How by my Conduct there, her Armies fall o--. 
Ii Faith deſeryes,/ my Title muſt ſucceed, |. . _ | . 
Who kept the Crown on Harry $ Infant Head, AYP 


82 
» 
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146 Duale Hamphty co-Elnor Od 

If Lean mexit by a Patriots Cares, %, 5 
My Yauth.cou'd: carly ſhew her Silver Haizs/;. / $| 
Am I made Glorious by the Peoples Fame, 

With the beſt Honours they adorn my Name2 
Plots undiſcover's and inceſſant Tol. 
Declare chat l have low d or fery'd our Ille. 
If happy Embaſſies my worth enlarge. 
None better did the Truſt, or cou d ily 8 Wo 
For me, if England, wou d all Europe hear. . Wh, 
| She wau'd not Beasfort s purple Robe prefer, |. 
Rome's Pardons ſhou d no more our Geld devour, 
Not o'er the Kings the Prieſt advance his Pow i. 
He ſhou'd no Taxes on the People lay, you 
Nor they Contribute what the Church ſhou'd pay 
What er he ſays, his ghoſtly Councils aim, e of 
To ruin ours, and ſet up Langhy's cim 
He leads young Henry in unwholſome ways, Put ſti 
To raiſe the Houſe of Tork, bis own betrays: - 90 was 
We from the Blood of Lancaſter deſognd, » Ind p 
From Cambridge, wry tho Clarence they pretend. 
em Strange 


: 


Da Buwpliry v Elnor Cobbach. 1.47 
Strange, that himſelf from mighty Gnus deriv d. 
Shou'd wiſh his Children' of their Right depriy'd. 
From — e wou'd'the Cy haye 


And As as Ah — my 1 Father Won: 5 
With Grey and Scrope he ſecret Treaſons laid, 
To murder Her ſord, and his Rights invade. * 
rom Merch and Mortimer ho boaſts his Line, — 
Thom Glendleur aided in their bold Deſign. _ 
ich him and Percy for the Crown declar * 
d the divided Realm in equal Portions char d. 
his Beauford knows, and to embtoil the State, 
ou'd fain tevive our Houſes ancient Hare. —_ 
tern Mowbray by the Prieſt will be reſtor'd,' _. = 
o raiſe new Tumults, and inſult his Lord. | 
o Time nor Diſtance can his bumour change, 
ut ſtill on Her ford's Race he vows Revenge. 
on was Beawford freed our Pris ner from his Bands, 
nd put our Princeſs into faithleſs Hands. 110 


Whoſe 


0; , 5 1 


Whoſe Husband for herdowranadls our Coil, 
And gains by Treaty what by Arms he 16h" © 
The Queen and Saffolk, Henry aki guid, | 
By Beauford's Head their Policy ſupply'd:"! © 
He ſvoths che Queen in her adviticlag P 
Proud, under them, that he's allow'd to ruſs,""" 
Why ſhou'd [talk to thee of her or him 
Thy ſelf my Care, thy Sorrows: are my Theati. 
England and thou, divide my Loyal Heart Heart, 
And ſcarce know which holds the greater — 
Or thou, or England, which ſhall —_ oP 


You both are to my anxious Soul fo dear: hy 
In thee and England, T this Difference find,” he 
England's ungrateful, and my ' Elnor kind. ſal 
Yer juſtly, tho? my Country [reprove, © * 


For England 1 too oft negleft my Lore. " 
Still art thou Eluor to my Heart as dear, k; 


As when I f thee ir and fill thou wm ho 
C11 fair. | et Te oc 

* * 
Wh 


Dus Humphry to Elnor Cobham 49 
hen with the pride of Vouth thou wert artay d, 

-in ch Eyes che Loves and Graces play'd. 130 

ben thy freſh Beautics moſt amaz'd my Sight, 

\nd I poſſeſt thee with ſupream Delight. iin 

ho' Time and Anguiſh have decreas d their Store, 

nough remains, and I deſire no more. | 

be worſt of Malice, like thy ſelf, endure, 

hou. nc er canſt be but in dejection Poor. 

while for better Days preſerve thy Lite, 

Princeſs thou art ſtill, and ſlill my Wife. 

t not thy Eyes by looking high renew 

by Grief, bur ſuch as are below thee view. 140 

he Great, whom Fortune flatters with Command, 

hall ſoon with us upon the level ſtand, 

e have the diſmal, they the gladſom Hours, 

nd when it pleaſes Heav'n, they {hall be ours. p 

Ne weep, and they may have a time to mourn, | 

Whom now deſpiſe us, we in time may ſcorn. 


f 


oes in extreams are too ſevere to laſt, 
nd worſe we need not fear than what is paſt. 
L 3 This 


1 


550 Dake Hurphry to Elnot Cobliam,” 


That when Deſpair is at the worſt, till mend. 

Cou'd'l by bearing all ,thy Pains relieve, - 8 251 

I only, cou'dſt thou be content, wou d grieve. 
Cou dſt thau to me e e Dentale, 


Till the chick Clouds that o ex corn 


Blow off, and we again reſume our POW. 

And now, methinks, a beam oſ Hope is . id, 
Our Sea grows gentle, and our Sky ſerene, | 

Thro the black Tempeſt I perceive a = 

Of Light, the happy Pledge of ſuture Day. 
Hence gloomy Thoughts for ever! —.— 
And let our Love be mutual as our Care. 

In Solitude and Peace let Elnor reſt, 


Till ſhall mer, zac we | D be 
C 
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| Thole/Hopes, the wretched in Diſgtace, attend. 
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Ki O S Vries 


V. 69. Three famous Battles fon ir in France Duke Hum- 

phrey, a great Counſellor in this Ex 
V. 1 Henry Beauford Cardinal of Wacker receiy'd the 
BEE as, againtt the Command of his Nephew King 


2 Thy Houle of 2 er Syn Edmund 
ly Dake of Tork, a younger Brother to John of Gaunt: ; 
a0 the Crown by another Title, from Lionel of Clarence, un 

elder Brother of the Duke of Lancaſter. 
V. 105. An ancient Gr between the Houſes of 
and Norfolk, ſince Mowbray Duke of Norfolk was baniſt'd for the 
A. of Henry Duke of Her ford afterwards King Henry IV. 
. 109; Jon Stuart King of Scotland, being Pris ner in Eu- 
gland, eco the Cardifial's Niece, Daughter to Fob4 Duke of 
n . his Oath and became a great Enemy to 


eee ee eee 
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EPISTLE VIII 


. 1 
— 1 r — 1 1 


Willa iam 12 I, Pl Duke of "IP 
to Queen Margaret.” bs 


wiltam de la Pooll Dale of eee 

cures 4 Match between King Henry VI. 2 
Margaret Daughter of er King of 
Sicily and Jeruſalem, to whom the Provinces 
of Man, Anjou and Maine, were deli- 
ver d on a Treaty concluded by the Duke of 
Suffolk, for which Treaſon, the Duke was 
baniſhd by the means of the Barl of War- 
wick, at a Parliament held at Leiceſter. 
From France this Epiſtle is ſuppos d to be 
fent to Qeen Margaret from William de 
la Pooll, and the next is her Anſwer. 


Ex not my Miſtreſs my Misfortune ſhare, 
And | with Patience will my Exile bear. 
Fire rowling Years on njmble Wings wou d fly, 
Like Lover's minutes, if my Queen were by. 


When 


* 


me ul kale Queen Moor 53 


When thou art abſent, tis Eternal Night, 
Biniſhment Eternal from thySight. 1. 
The Perſſans who adore the riſing Day, * 
Gou'd they ſee thee, to thee wou d Worſhip pay. 
Thy Eyes excel the Sun's meridian Light, 

Their Force as piercing, and their Rays as bright. 
Their rival Beams with Wonder he ſurveys, 11 
And in his rapid Courſe, to view thee, ſtays. (il 
England a Priſon wou'd without thee be, 

Aud ev'cy Region curſt alike to me. 
Who cou d to Bonds the Generous Pool l confine 2 
What Chains can I ſubmir to wear, but thine. 

We, like the Falcons, no reſtraint endure, - 
Nor ſtoop, like vulgar Birds, to ev'ry Lure. 
With wanton Wings in open Air they play, 
And ne'er deſcend, but wes they ee their 


Prey. | 20 
Live where we will, our Dwelliog is the ſame, 


We view one Heav'n, and tread one db 
Frame. 


No 


354 Bina auto Quin — 
No Exile tothe-Braye ean be aſſigu d. 
Nor wich the Body as che Soulronfin'd. Ants | 
Man in himſelf a little World retains... +4 +171 
A Soul not fubjett or to Bonds of Cs. 
Wherec'er his Body by conſtraint may be, 
Nis Soul ſuperior to their Force is ſee. 
Who ſuch Injuſtice, and be Calm, can ba: 
The worſt of Fortune has no need to fear; + 30 
At Leiceſter, Warwick my Diſgrace contriv'd,. 
The states by him; and perjur'd Slaves deteiv'd; 
Me they accus'd for yielding up of Main, 


* 
7 
* — 


- To me they charge che Loſs of Aguiran. | 


By this, he feign wou'd e EEE 
And bethe Heir of good Duke Humphrey's Namo. 
My ſpotleſs Honout he abus d with Liess, 
That oer the Poall, the Nevil Race may riſe- 
He joyn'd in Counſel with his haughty Sire, 

In Tort's ſtern Breaſt to kindle latent Fire. 40 
By Clarence Title, aiming to ſupplant, 
The Claims of Hex from the Famous Gaunt. 


The 


The Row wid fa been Nn 
And I, to pleaſe the Rabble, am exil . 1 
Revenge my Good old Lord i. the Traytor = N 
Revenge l che People and his Friends reply d. 
Tho' worn wich Age the Fat rita Duke deceas d, 
Vet. I muſt ſuffer, and the Mob be pleas d. 

If they au d know who rob d him of his Life, 
From Men, they only need recal his Wife. 50 
She, who in high Proceſſion march d along. 
With flaming Wax, and penitential Song. 

Let her again perſorm her Magie Rites, 

And ſummon to her Aid, infernal Sprights. 

From Hell, her Miniſters muſt riſe again, 

To tell how Humpbrey dy'd, and who ſhall reign. 
Full Twenty Years in Gallick Plains I fought, 
And Charles and Orleans to the Combat brought. 
Amid the thickeſt of the War I preſt, 61 
And offer" 'd to the Foc my Loyal Breaſt. 
I ſaw the Havock of Verzoylas Fields, 

Wich the Slain cover'd, and abandon'd Shields, 


| 


156 e di la Ped to Que Mega 
I ſaw Great Bedford thro! the Holt advaq,˖,ſV,jẽ 
And Exgland triumph o'er dejocted Furt. 
The Marks of honourable Wounds I Wert 
; Where molt was Danger, I was always there: 
Wich me Great Monticate and Talbot fought,” '* 
By my Example and Inſtructi ri jon taugnt. 70 - 
Ficrce Heats, and piercing Colds I have faftaitt'd. 
In England 8 Service, early Laurels gain d. Mun 
The French to Forts and Cities I perſu d. 


I ſackt W WON Streets with 
Blood. 


For this, from Exglend, e receive, 
And baniſht, in the Lands I conquer d, le. Tr 
For thee, thou know lt, the faireſt I retus* d, | 
And, only thee, to be my Princeſs chus d. a 
The Treaty for Arminiack was begun, 3 
I put her off; and plac d thee on the — S. 
To ſee thee ofr, and that my Queen might reign, . 
I gave thy Father Anjou, Mans and Main, 
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a  bough n POW IaHBH 0454 15-268 gif F 
Before Aumarl, I leſt my conqu ring Arms, . 
Torell my Sovercign of thy wond'r rous Charms. an 
At Tours Ambaſſadors of Peace l find, 1 
Who ſu d in vain till Love and Suffolk joined. 


ET) ri 


My Tongue to praiſe thee was by Love inſpit d, 
Young Henry heard, and with the Tale was fir d. 99 
Wich pow'rful Eloquence thy Charms | drew, x 
And ſet thee Glorious to the Monarh's view. 

The King tranſported and confounded ſtood, 
While I with Extaſie the Theam purſu'd, i 

I praisd thy Modeſty, thy ev'ry Grace, 

The Beauties of thy Mind and of thy Face. | 
Soft from my Tongue the moving Accents fell, 

I, pleas d to ſpeak, and he to hear as well. 
To us, I faid, thou wou dſt new . bring, 
Heireſs of Sicily and Naples King. 100 


Wirh pompous Epithetes his Stile I prac'd, © 

And Roper with the firſt of Monarchs pla ed, | 

Thus to advance thee in the King's Eſteem, 

And dear to me, te make thee dear to Him. 
How much 1% was in thy en ply _ 

In Henry S ame when | eſpous'd the Que ei 28 


The Proxy ſhone in an Imperial Gown. a vimay 7 


8 99 


Of equal Value with thy Farher' Crown. 11 


The Realms v were tard, and I with laviſh'd band, 


Conſum'd the Wea alch of out empoverillyd Land. 17 


To honour thee T on my] prince beſto d. 
My deareſt Bleſſing, and my greateſt Good. | 
Beloy'd and Loving, I with Joy cou'd quit, "2 
The Darling of my Heart, to make thee Great. 
Had Jaſon, who adyentur'd for the Prize, * 
As Poets ſing, beheld thy [parkling Eyes, 
And ſeen thee, fuch'as on the Galle Shoar, * * 
Theraviſhd Youth had ler the worthleſs Our. 
With 


mer hi Pow aid of ho gun g 61 
As if bis Danghter from cm © » et 


1 


Willi & la Pooll to Quota: Margerofii 1 
With open-Aemsthe Royal Maid to ſeize, | tr 
A richer Treaſure than the Golden Fleece - © - 


The Coaſts/of- Diep' pr ue with N 5 
Crowds. W 


Who mourm d to leave thee on * bring F e. 
The wanton Tide around thy Veſſel play“ d,. 

Old Ocean mild to ſee the heav'nly OY 540 
Her filken bude thy Ship diſplay d abroad, . 

And gameſom o'er the filver Waves the rode. - 
Sportive the Sea, as when Imperia Jeve, * 
Bore chro the yielding Waves his trembling Love. 
The watry Nymphs their Harps divinely ſtrung, 
While ſweet Arion on his Dolphin ſung. 3 inne 
His Head fierce Neptune from his Palace rear'd, 
And grimly pleaſant with his Troop appeard. 
Before their-King the Gods marine advanc d., 
While o'er the Waves th' immortal Lover hah 
Thus the proud Element to thee was king, 

To thee, in whom, all on conſin d. 


4244. 
+ 


Thou 


1760 Nilas de la ProlltoQuern-Mogurit: > 
Thou Pride of Nature, whom the Winds obey d, 
Fond of thy Smiles, and of thy Frowus afraid. 24 


+ To Baniſhment, tis ſaid, thy Pooll is gone, 


France is his Priſon, where his Fame he won 
A glofious Exile, this, my Queen, for me, 
Where daily I the Fields of Conqueſtſee. 

The happy Plains with Pleaſure I ſurvey, 
Where Gallia loſt, and England got the MED 0 
Forth, here, the Vanguard mighty Bedford led, 


Here Talbot charg d, ere | 


Scales and his Archers, there methinks appear,” 


And famous Wiltughty again is there. 17 50 | 


Again the Squadrons combating I view, 
And now the Gallick fly, and ours purſue; © ini 
For what we cannot belp we mourn in vain, 
In all our Gtiefs, tis uſcleſs to complain. 


Nor Sighs, nor Sorrows can our Pains'relieve, 


For then we ſuffer moſt, when moſt we grie ve. 


As mortal Men we re fated to endure 


lnceſſant Cares, and only this is ſure, | 


A | 


eee 
:d cannot promiſe to our ſelves a 
00 oſt weidly" boaſt what we W 

Forgetting our Deſigns" on Heav'n depend. 
What Fate: ad marred" = 
Which, vor dur Wiſdom, nor out — 
„ ea : 
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To Kine Wil lh u, 1 
The Poyg is bis my: Honour full is ue. „ 


* — * 


Courage, fair Queen, lied, of 
No fliew.of Fear, vot tahen of Deſpair. . 2B 


Such as law ches ax Galt C. Ger oo | 
ch an th ook hn we appro ther 


Where Henry waiced on the crowded Strand. 2 4 3 
And togk his Royal Bride from Sufolt's hand. 4 


New Graces then the yourhful Queen 2 4 x; i 
Bluſhing and Spiling as gear Niem, 
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— Pol cQuren Mages, 
5 Wich en Hern ſeix d the Glorians Preys 


And bore che in Sumphant Pomp A | 
Thus Gay, thus Happy may It chou always, be, | 


Nor dream n ſor thy ſelf or me. 
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v. 17. "The Duke of Suffolk pave a Faulcon for bis Arms, ki 
Family was but new, and originally Citizens of Landon, from whom 
many of our preſent Nobility ate Jette d. cho they have taugbt 
the inferior Haaticy to look on the molt uſe ful, and conſequently 
the noble parr of pl Commonwealth, as 4 wortblefs ſcbundrel 
ſort of Pecple, below their Acquainrance or Converſation; in this 
our Fops and Wits are much wiſer that Machsavel, who was 
- of aquite different Opiaicngad tletnghs none of value in Sn, 
that was not ſerviceable to it. 1 

V. 39. Ne Earl of Sab. n 

V. 47. N Duke of Glouceſter ſuppos d to be equrcberd 

7 Elnor Cobham Buchel of Glouceſter, baniſb d 

| BA Soroery 

V. 35. The Duke el on te Dake ff Bren 
was made Leiutenant· General in * the ne 
and M illougbiy, being joyn d N : 

V. 60. Chiles il. Kin 


VV. 87. 1 3 
r Ta Neg by 


n 88 
e ere 
5 Queen, 
. * ee rene Cuban 
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Queeh "IR aret to i Wis 
4. a Pool. 


Weet 25 the Nightingal $ Nome al Song, 


To Poell, my words came flowing from my 
Tongue. . 


 WSofe on his Ear the — 5 Accents fell, 

Which now are diſmal, like the Paſſing- Bell. 
; My Breaſt was once the Sovereign Seat of Joy. | 
NoF ears cou d then my perfect, Bliſs annoy. 

To Grief a Stranger and unus'd to care, 

Twas hard to learn the Leſſon of D 

A vaſt an deſert Wilderneſs tis grow, 


Like the cold Regions of t the frigid Zoxe,” 10 
8 


1 Where, in the Air, the Lc ie Mountains riſe ; 
And ſeem to threaten their unſriendly Skies. 
No beams of Light the horrid Natives cheer, : mee 
For all i Darkneſs and Conſyſion „ 
Thus in my Soul no dawn of hope yh 6 
bar Clouds impending der my Love and me. A 
e 5 Or 
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5 But curſe the Seaſon which we Vicſt'before. - 


: Or, who from Fraxd's pow ful 4 4"s 2 
Who moves the Norman in our Cauſe to joyn, 30 


| Who in che N, b our lau fol Claim commends? 
Supports our Credit there, ad gains us Friends? 


| Towhom NO En eren, 
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| ay n- lle un Maze. 


Our Day no more is Smiling and Boreas... 


"y 


And glaring Meteors i in our. Sky are ſeen.” 
For paſt Delights we only now muſt mourn, ” 


Lament the Summer. which will nee er return 20 


Az on Autumnal Bougbs we often hear, 
The Birds bemoaning the departing Tear. N 


Tho they again will have a time to ſing, - 
Salute the Morn, and welcom in the Spring. 
Our time is paſt and we muſt Joy no 8 


Now to our Aid, who ftirs the Nog 
Kings, © 


Or Burgundy to own the Royal Line >. 


To whom ſhall l my ſecret Oels impare? | 


"> | "OY 


* 


eee e 
Since Poll is gone, oñ whom ins, 


The braveſt Hero, and the trueſt Friend; ... 
VNiture on thee was laviſh of her Store, 

I She gave fo much, ſhe cou d not give thee more. 
"i Of fo pine, ſo Rich a Temper wrought. 
In thee, ſtarce Envy cou'd perceive a Fault. 40 
The * well thy Rher'cick vou d ſuc- 


05 


Who can reſiſt when fuch as Suffolk plead. E 
All Force againſt thy Eloguerfcei weak, 
Thy Eyes, thy Air, and ev'cy Action ſpeak. 
Had'thou been living when immortal Jove, : 8 
His Heay'a abandon'd, and on Earth made Love. 
ae but thine, the God bad nd LY 
e Wes". vl 
For ons cou'd. be ſo Happy, none ſo Fat. 

To Heary, Tork unfeign'd Allegiance ſwore, | 
Uaſeign'd be call'd it, but he teigns no more. 50. 
The Vail thrown off che haughty| Duke appears, 


In u Arms, and . impious Wars. 
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166, eee 
By this his Treaſons and his Guile compleat, | 
Who-brcaks his: Oarh, will any Cring om | 


Fo MF | 
His Title to the Grown of late proclaim'd, © 2 27 


To which, tho' ſecretly, he long. has aim d. 
His Conſort to her Sons che Tale repeate, | 
As Heirs of England, ſhe the Princes groets. | | 
| The one of Wales, the next of Tork i is Rif'd, - 

5424 Henry's Right by odious Names revil d. 


y | 


We need: no breach in the Succeſſion fear, 
The laceſt of the Btood will make an Heir. 


Richard. unſhapen in his Limbs and Mind, 

Tie scandal of his Nation, and his Kind- 

His Mother's picture, and her laſting Shame, 

| Abortive to the World, the Monſter came. 1 
The Womb unwilling, he for Paſſage tears, 
43 ſhews the Nurſe his ucks and briſtles | 


EY Hairs, | 


| The cruel Nn of his fur Yen, | 


l., 


F 


T eren 
en Ager toWiliandrle pot 16 | 
Who Gow when Tor hall Henry's Arms oppeſs o of 
wil ſcourge the Rebels, and chaſtiſe our Foes? _ i if 
Who clear the Garden of its noxious Weeds, 


And cruſh the Vermin which of late it breeds. 


Who chain che Bear, or chaſe bim from ws 
Wood, * 2 f 


Give the Lands Peace, and fave the Peoples 4 
Before _ the 8 King falls phe? - 4 
And humbly ſtoops chat they may take his Ccow m 
Wbile, like a row'ring Cedar tic ſhou'd rear. 

His top aloft; and ſhoot it in the Ait. 79 
His lacred Head ſbou d mingle with che Clouds,, 
While theſe vile Shrubs fit lowly in his Shrouds. - 
Oh! why ſhou'd he enjoy bis Father's Right? 

A ſtranger to his Courage and his Miet. ws. 
Sure Nature laviſht all her genial Fite, — _ 95 
To form a perſect Hero in his Sire. a A | 
No ſpark remain d to animate the Son, W 1Hgb 5 ot 
And make bim worthy of his Father Throne 79 


1 Need, 
Abd f ools in Man alone the Wile — FTE 


3 5 The Coward. to the Heros Race-a. ame, 90 
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e from lis Manly Loyns, Abd fs his 


: Name, A 3+ 8 2 ) 2 
Forn me the Daizy was by bine vorn, 64 | 


Which lies neglected or expos d to corn. 
Tork's Gaclands-nbw-on ev ry Head is 8 *F 
And all ſorfake'their Monarch and 4 — 
The Rebel riſes faſt as we decline, an S127” 
Our Sun begins to fer, and his to ine. 
A dtesdful Comet in our Sky appears. 
And Warwict's staves ate our malignant Stars. | 
+ The Knees which bendedto my Glories low, 105 
Grow Stiff, as if they had forgot to bow. 27 NI 
the Shoutings of the Crowd no more, 1 


92 


| hear Z 
| {8 2 me loudly, as they bleſt before. \ 2 
, When Fame ſhall to our Foes thy Doom "SY 
x | Weboth hall betheir Laughterand . 
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But is I eee 55 
HOW bo” hs pu NE r OM: 


be ſoon will ue to ef recall from Mas, 
Toplor cand practice helliſh Arts agan. 
To this prouch arviol will, J know, agree, 110 
la ſpight of Marg ret, and in hate of thee. 2 = 
That in our Court ſhe may my Bic Grace, * 

Abuſe my Father, and aſſront our Race. 
She ehinks chis moſt will vex my 3 
And I no. help in Suffolk's abſence find. 
_ the old rocks 7 laid, new Branches 

bloom, 


And uu preſents y you gt aKing, a G 
I The Man, the Faction to the Crown preſer, 
- WH As Mortimer and Philip's rightful Heir. 
Thus Cade, a vulgar Rebel is become, 


A Prince, whom Ter word pur. in Heart Eo 


room. 
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in the we know the Traycor's higher 4 
To ſee what Numbers will ſupport e 
While he abroad uſurps ſupream Oe, 
His Impsraiſe Tumults to diſturb the . 
'To Ireland he our bravelt Soldiers draws, 
That Henry naked, he may'gaih ni Cai.” 
Still to enicreale'tlis burthen of my Woe, 1 
Great W aches is göne, where al muſt 26: ww] 
:  Beauford, the Pillar of the Church and Sears, * 1 130 
Submits, as chou : and I muſt do to fate. | 8 05 
| Noxr the wild Fury of the People fa TT 
* = Edmund, Cho the Rout a a 122 

' His Wiſdom and bis Valour they img ; 
And him, who ſav d cheirbatter d Argies, blame. 


Duke Humphrey's Friends. and he. inverera 
1  Spoulſe, | 
| Revive the ancient Quarrel with our Houle, 


oP Wheree'er they go, they breath aloud revenge, 
_— Theig Malice growing as their Fortunes change. 
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While ours depteſt. your Sentence is their Sport, 
And Buckinghazs alone meln at Court. RY 
By Love; I here conjure thee, Pooll, beware 
Of Seas and Tempeſts, bebe d thee Ar 


A Witch - foretold, . ſhou'd be m_ 
ö Grave, 4 | 


May Heay' a avert. it, and our g. ove. 
Yet oſt in Viſions I my Love behoſd; 

Lie breathleſs on the esch, and i with Cold... 
Oft view thee driving on the ſtormy Main, 
wake with fear, and dread to fleep again. 
Oft ſee thee chere in horrid Combir/joyn'd, 
With Pyrats,Billows, and the raging Wi Wind. = 
Oer all Vickorious chou doſt oft appear, _— 
Yet Ril be caurious, and accept my Cars. |. ; : 
Think me not weak thar 1 this Counſel ſend, 


She loves —— who fears not for her 
Friend. | 


hene er we grieve we muſt out Grief a» _-N 
Cou d we hope more, our Sorrow wou'd be leb. 7 » 


' 
nile | 0 
” 
1 . 
N — 
- 


4 


2 
. : N 
2 3 bi; þ P 


= 
8 


o * 1 * 


7 — 


P 
;/ 

| =! 

D 
„ * 

: 
* 

4 

* 


Ae 


5 — be 


12 that threatens to iovolve us Get, 
een an may land us om peaceful | Shore... | 2 
46. still hope in Triumph tho may ſt yet retum, 16 
= Again we may rejoyce, tho now we mourn, - 
5 4 | But hope for ever is from us withdrawn, A 
. Through the thick Clonds our gs wil never 
dawn. 

- - While Pool is gone, my Portive is Deſai 
Inver an here have Suffolk * 
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King i IV. to Mrs, Je Shire 


Mrs. Shore being repreſ eſented to Edward 

the Fourth as 4 great Beanty, takes an 
| Occaſim to ſee her privately, ＋ Love 
with her, | ſends her the following Letten 


and receiver an Anſwer from her agreeable 
to bis Wiſhes, She was the 21 


Glien * Banker in 
ſtreet. 


Dward to U. the faireſt of thy kind, | 
This Letter ſends, the Image of his Mind; 
Oh! that to eaſe me of the Pains I feel, 4 
la er had ſeen thee, or cou'd ſee thee (till, | 
So much my Eyes to gaze on thine delight, 3 

Tis De ath to be 2 1 oe from thy Gght Jo. 


ſo rich a-Prize,... 


Muſt-Vile Moch aniclks 


Sots Pt eren yn; 
ve to libe 4 . 0 Ba 


— Wn 


r ſoorh 


Pas — 


_ Beauties pode 1d the 8 elt! Court adorn, 10 
When with thy Story I was firſt ſurpriz'd, 


thought it „Fable and the T ale deſpis d: 
But when the bright Gas 1 h, 3 
uad no Fancy cou'd thy "Picture dea; 
dio Colours paint 2 Beauty ſo Divine, 0 
Nor Words <exproſs ſuch. Excellence as thine. 
Struck with the full perfection of thy Charas 
| Wed to thiok Thee inanother's Arms. 
Careleſs of Joy, he takes Thee to his Breaſt, 


By bim but half below d, and half careſs d. 20 


Who, more than Kupid Fools, does Fortune ble 
For while the Miler ſleeps his Stores increaſe, 


If. in a common Drels Thou look'ſt ſo fair, i | 
How glorious woud'ſt Thou in a Queens appear ( 


Till cut and fer in Gold the Diamond ſeems | 


dike Pebbles rowling in the Cryſtal Stream. 
| kuf, 


ur poliſnt like Celeſtial Orbs they ſbine, 

7 I Whole Luſtre only is excell'd by Thine. 
Thou ſleep'ſt but coarſely. on a vulgar Bed, ; 

10 I Yrias Carpets o'er thy limbs will ſpread. pol 

In Purple, wrought with Orient Pearl and Gold, 

The wondring Crowd my Miſtreſs ſhall beholg. 
When in Diſguiſe to ſee Thee firſt I came, 

'My Crown abandon'd, and my Kingly Namo; 

I ſaw thy Husband, he the Monarch view'd; 

Ask d me to huy, and ſajd his Wares were good. 

A Casket of his Jewels he produc'd, 

I lik'd them all, yer all by turns tefus d; 
Another Casket then he made me ſee, 
Yer hid his richeſt in reſerving the, 40 
wanted nor his Jewels nor his Gold, 
Nor came to purchaſe what a Banker fold, - - 
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Cou'd he a Sipphire to thy Veins compare, 
Or had an Agat like thy Bluſhes falry 
Had he a Diamond which Jike theedid ſhine, 
Whateter it coſt, the Treaſure hond be mine: 
| A222 if 
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If not my Parke, my Crown ſtion'd be the price, 
For Crown «fe worthleſs in & Lover bre. 


How fond of fotcin Trifles are we grown, 
We praiſe their Wonders uſd 1 Gu | 


ew; ts lg iP 
The Tuſca vill, and = Lambert Fields, 
While bounteous England better Proſpec᷑s yieks. 
In vain their Poets of their Seaſons ſigg, 
Ig4 thee alone wo find perpetual Spting z 
In vain the Merchant brings us Syrian Gums, 
Thy Breath is ſweeter than his beſt Perfumes. 
Hence let the Mariner bis Toil give ober, 
Nor ſweep the amber Seas nor ſearch the Shoar , 
thy Lips more ſweets than Indian Groves diſpenſe, 
Thou Charmer of the Soul and Joy of Senſe, 60 
The es brought us _ the Northern 


Sea 


5 Is leſs cranſparent, and looks dull to The: 
Fraree gives us Faſhions, and erg 
Jo flatter Women, and divert our Boys,, 


21 CT *.& * 
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Th 


en Tha 7 
The! is þeſt 7 Of) 2 directed by thy beet, _ 
For done, valeß they. copy Thee, can pleaſe 3. 
On Thee the ; mcaneſt things appear, with Grace: 
So much ghy Garments borrow from thy LG 
A Fool, thy Huzband, to, expoſe his Ware, 


When hen ending all is Gold art theres 7p 
Thy Charms. our Wiſhes, and our Looks en- 


And in thy Pteſetice, we deſpiſe his dd, 
The Golden Treſſes which adorn thy Head 3 
In worth t the value of a Mint exceed 3 1 
wel may my Love contemn the ſtudious Foals, 

Who, leck the great Elixir in their Schools, -, 
The Artiſt, in i its. ſearch, in vain grows poor, 
la vain che Cbymiſt melts the pretious Ore z, 
e 999. their Weakb,,. in e 


In Fly chen begiü, i Ruin end. 


The pow — in 
e converted from impureſt Leads 
Aa 3 ws 


- 


s K BDA .. 
Free from aby, it wants no 'Chymitl Fir” 
And: more Correction than 6 the flame: requites 
Let arrful Odours be 'by others us d. 
All Sweetnels is,where ver thou breath , aue 3 
All Senſes find in Thee enough to feaſt, © 
And ſcarce we can diſtinguiſh" whar is beſt." 
perfection i is in all, to Smell, to Sce, * 


| To Hear, with Rapture, IF myſt lire wi 
I Thee; ; 


Softer thy voice, than "4 when the Warblers 1 
On blooming Trees, to welcome in the Spring 
 Whitet than Milk, thy Skin, or pie Sao, 
or Lilies which in Faſtert Vallies grow; 

We only thee can to thy ſel compare,” 

For nothing elſe in Nature is (6 fürn. 
A Thoufand Eyes at envious Night eite) 


And with. for Dave Ie, Of f 


thine 


All other Objetts they” un Pride , 
Ad ay ite theln 4 Plln.toc 
| c | No 


o&& 


- to. Nν SMORE = 
No Heart ſo Rirong, acan thy Charmis withſtand 
The fair; who tule our Eyes, our Souls: rc 


RO 4 b An 2 112d lo 
The Preachers i in the Pulpit cenſure Lore, 


po mer tbe & qt bath %% Lag 
c Dodriqe dyms, their Li 
For Wealth the Merchants plow'the w ctry ma 
on wanton Wines to laviſh G bat they gat 
The Sages oft 'the ſearch of Wisdom lenbey 
And TweeterCormforts from yoltSex reveive. 146 
The Hero arme and ruſhes to the War, mo 
Thar courting Glory he may win-the bre 
Wust tho che Pleader for his Client fails; 7 


The Fes frye im wich ebo-Nyinph pets | 
vai; my nal ashreil} : 3 1G 210m 0H 


No Frslint, np Plebeian Wieeh, ego AT 
. his Laſs, and thioks his © Wengh tho 


Both prinee dd People till agtec in this 4 
mel wines we” che Tame, che fame mer 
te 3d 294; 47 bas Shrd ol 
| A4 | Theo 


But what their Dodri 
approve. 
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vo- Coddeg to infpire.the bünſg f 186 
| Soft bothoir Numbers, and their Seaſche tirong; 
And equal to my Pallca be "1 fig weir Yong, © 
12 bin on this their ſlloquence em "IS 
Lead thee to.Piry firſt, and then. $0-Joy $7, 7 
Nome let Artiſts: Obſervationsraiſs 
Pm nyo win Nh 6d fey Dep 
From Homens kind Alpe or an angry Starr 
= 


7 1 


To cheat the fooliſh, and amuſe the wiſc, 
Bux Fade Deaes ur certain ach Exe. 3 
No more of Rel and Clone em ff 4 


ang 
N ee Ten 


Our Wits an Thee may ber cheir,urmaſt hil 
In Praiſe and . yet be wanting fi 
— A 

v With 


Thee for their Theme s Sons ſhall chooſe: 


to ANB SHORE 5 
With Envy from the Eaſt the Sun ſurveys | 
A Mortal ſhining with Superior Rays, 
He bluſhes at his weakneſs, and would fin 
Reſtore the Night, and fink in Shades again: ee 
His Golden Carpet he unwilling ſpreads, = 

And jealous 'Glories on his Rival ſheds, | 

We ſeldom ſr thoſe Objetts with delight; - 

By Cuſtom made familiar to the fight.” — — . 
The Perſian Monarch when he 1 abroad | 
But rarely ſeen, i is worltipe like | 


While thoſe who' > common to their aves are 
made. 2 F- ro ain 


habe es ard, POM "X30 obey u. A 
wou ſhou dſt not be expos d to publick view, 
So much reſpect to Edwards Love is due. 150 
At Court, the Miſtreſs of the King ſhou'd ſhine 
In brightneſs that may more reſemble thine, 
mak divert thee, England's Youth ſhall 


Diſpute the Prize, and lay it .* feet, 
The 


The vile Embraces of a Subject ſcorn, 
To nobler Joys, and royal Honours/borns | INM. 
Mn State becomes thee beſt, thou'ſbon wil * 


— 


ir He tie t Bai hne | nV 91 N | 
And ſoon ditingu who delery'drhy. Love. pra 
Away with Fears, which may my Hopes deſtroy : Th 
Wha wok wiſh. for, let us both enjoy: 160 Th 


BIS * 


ne 


| The wi thre, are ſuch h as f ſoopeſt Nan. 
% Gan, my Heart, my Feen 1 reſign 


This — | King's Sap as: 4) Word receive, 
And What I give with Joy, 'with 2 


„ii ing 9 b*rnqzs d 300: Hb Dor} 13007 
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Mrs. Jane Shore to King Edward the Fourth 
Hen Boys mm 


25 Wing, Yi 7 Nostale. 77: 3 Stir; T 
Pradſe the Lute, and firſt attempt to ſing, 


Their Fingers tremble, and imperfe& Notes 


Through doubt of plealiog, oo uk | 
Throats 3 e va rf: mes wed . * 


They dread the Muſckof beit Maia Ear, 3 
And tune their Voices and their Striogs withiſears 
My Hand thus conſcious of my Weakneſsſhakes, 
And Bloes, where 1 intended n 
Oh! had I neter this tempting. City known, 


Nor the gay. Pleaſures of a "wealthy "Town, 1 
Had Ly | withs Shepherds in the Woods been bred bred d, 
To watch the Flocks t char oa the Movntzins fed, 

I, unok Pay logocens, ac and Poor. len 
Had keps my Vene 40g, wy, Page ame | 
Who, naw. expas'd.co every, Tongue and Eye, 


Shine ike a Meteor in an angry Sky, 
2 © Ofc 


dares 


13 JANE SHORE 
oft 1 have heard my Beauty prais'd before, 
Content to ire, they never wiſhe for mor: 


A Prince-more curious each | 


Thoſe Charms tranſport him which can Chen 
pleaſe: in Iii ine 91,419 4 2111-20 
The Conqueſt glorious, ewe wich Colt 
For what is got by Chance, is ſooneſt loſt. 
How am I grown ſo much my Sovereigis Care 
' Or you muſt be decei d, or l am fair: 5 


With Pride the Beauties of the Court we name, e 
But others ſeldom. are oblig d ro Fame, Wo 

| Who/ſings their Wonders, who theie. Check In 
nn i192 zid bs" nl bed 1! W! 
To Huſhing Roſs, = and their Eyes to Nears. | of 


The, Bards will not ſo mach the 22 
Win vulgar Subjects, ro defile their lag; - 
| Strange! that « Monarch ſhou' ſoar 75" 
As fuck! « Choice, in ſuch a place to make. 
4 wonlad latter in the Town you e, 
eee * 
V t 00 Where 


” ſ 3 


coi, BDY IRD IV. 1 
Wherg'er you move {ach ſhining Forms appear, 


Who left, the Provinces to flouriſh here, 
That all-wou'd-chiok, to whom the Gght is 


2 impoveriſh'd to enrich the 8 : 

80 lovely all, the meaneſt Nymph wou'd charm 
The coldeſt Wricer, and his Fancy warm; 
His Genius ia the Subje& he wight raiſe, 

And make himſelf immortal in her Praiſe. 


Eternal Sweets he from tho Flowers may 
chooſe, 


No more' with rural Weeds Jebaſs his Muſe z 
In every common Hedge the Bramble grows, 
While only-in the Garden 'ſprings the Roſe. 
Oft pointed Satyr has attack d our Sen, 
In odious Colours painted our deſects 
With Juſtice ſhe our weakneſs has diſclosd, 
Chaſlisꝰd our Folly, and our Pride epo d. 
In vain the Matron conſcious of her Tears, 
Wou'd hide her Wrinkles, and her Silver Hairs; 
ene ee e What 


"Tis borrow'd Beauty, and diſſembled Cold 


13 FAN SBORD! 

What Hime has ruin'd; ſhe in vain wou'd ſave, 
| She paints, perfumes,” and dreſſes for the Grave, 

She haunts indecentiy the Park and Plays, 
For while ſhe aims to flouriſh, ſhe decays. 
Qur Youth, affected in their dreſs and Mien, 
Too fond of forein Airs and Toys have been: 
Nature in all their Actions they deſpiſe, 


And think. the moſt ridiculous malt nice. 60 
Tho 8²ÿ and fine we oft the Sex behold, 


Vet in this Town enough of real Charms 
Ma Edenrd find to-bleſs a Princes arms, 
In blaming others I my ſelf condemn, 
Mean and unworthy of a King's eſteem; 


My Virgin Treaſures with my Name are gone Yo 
Yo! 


Another Right, and by another known, 
Whar-moſt cou d warm your Wiſhes is deſtroy's 
1 By hiar who firſt enjoy d it, ſtill enjoy d; 7: 
He respt the bounteous Hatveſt of my Yout 
As happy in my Perſon as my Truth, 


Th 
Thi 


© KDBDWA4R'D V. 1 
Ine thinks me faithſul, can 1 wrong his truſt, 
or be to him, and to my ſelf unjuſt 
You cou'd not think but in your Suit to fail, 
Nor hope, hen firſt you tempted, to prevail. 
A Crown wou'd dazle me, perhaps, you gueſs d, 
And the King ſoon be of his Wiſh poſſeſt. 
The Rebel, Honour, you wob'd farce to yield, 
Size the rich Prize, and ravage all the Field; 
Againſt your Tears our Virtue is too weak, 
We ſeldom mean the angry things we ſpeak, 
Too well you know we are imperfect made, 
And where we're moſt defenceleſs, Fou invade. 
The lucky Minute you too ofcen find, 
Exert your native power, and we are kind; ; 
You vow, you wear, and well as well believe, 


You weep, you bi gh, you conquer and dexcive-: 


Our Humour you obſerve, dur Will 0 bey, . 

1 Fork „70% 11 
And we comply « as faſt a as you betray. = 
The Fair, the Brown, the Sleader and tha Tall, 
The Bulky and the Short, you praiſe us all z 


What- 


Ad every thing we do, confirms your Love, 


VE SHB 
Whatever Mica woe uſe, what dreſs we wear, I. 

| You tell us ſome; peculiar Grace is; there. 
| Wher&er we walk, like Goddeſſes we move, 


Always to pleaſe us you with Care deviſe, 
Our Ears with Muſick, and with Show our Eye, 
But when your faral Ends you have enjoy d, 
We grow « Burthen, and you ſoon arecloy'd; 
' On us uogratefully you throw the ſhame, 
Boaſt of our Favours, and our Frailty blame, 
' Ovid firſt tanght your Sex to touch the eas, 
Tho Man ia this has little need of At; 
is rare to ſee a Hero us d to reign, 
Deſcend to write in a Poctick Strain. 
Will Kings in Fables too their Love rehearſ 
And court in Similes, and woo id Verſe 
'Tis pleaſant ſure to hear a Printe compare 
My Breath to Roſes, z0d to Gold my Hair, 
My Eyes to Stars, to ſhowy Hills my Skio, 
Enough the Prize, without 2 Crowy, to win 
| Tube 


* 


* 
4 
1 
= 


#7 
The Men who flatter us like ybu, we raiſe, '' 
And love too oft rhe Poet, for his Praiſe,” 


Out Hatbands bound our ere * their 
Will, 14-184 rity 2 bn _ 


And fanke 3 IL to By us A X 
So ſat enflav'd when we are onee ſubdu'd, 


They think 1790 re Ca, whea they are not 
Ruck. 1 | 1940505 4 $2530 r 


Too well you know this Treat ment is not ſtrange, 
And we're too eaſily diſpos'd to change, 120 
The Spouſes Stomach with Fruicion full, 

The Wife grows Taſl leſs, and the Husband Dull, 
No Adoration to out ( Charms they pay, 
But preach, that they muſt rule,and Wives obey. 
ls this ſo pleaſing to a Womans. Pars, FER 
As when a Lover's Sighs'4 and Vows ſhe hears? 
When at her Feet the fearſul Suppliant lies, 
And, e ex he knows his Doom, wich terfor dies: 
Whom every, Touch and every Kiſs tranſport 
Not ſweeter to enjoy, than hear him court, 139 


B b Our 


rs LANE SHORE. 
Our Husbands,, weary of repeated Bliſs, ) - v 
Think they oblige us, if they deign, to ki, 0 
lo, Meit Capes they their Pride conſtrain, 
Andgive unwilliog, what their Wives diſdain, 
To walk the Park, or ſee the Play deny'd, 
4 They date but ſeldom in our Truth confide. 
The Pricft his ſaid it, and the Mob-conchude, | 
x The Stage is dang' rous, and the Poems lewd. 


More for our Bodies than out Souls they fer * 
Were they leſs jealous, they'd be leſs ſevere. 140 * 
The Comick Mole, as filtby, they reprove, 1 


The Tragick, as it teaches us to love, Hl 
This the P. tende, tho what offends the Cit, Te 
[s his own Picure, and the Author's Wit: Fe 
Himſelf the Cuckold, and his Wife the Ji, 1. 
He learns his Folly in his Conſorts gullt. Ti 
Not all his Care bis Fortune can prevents FT 
He ſees * tis Fate, and is at laſt content. 

In vain he hopes i in Bolts to be ſecure, 
What Wife' ww Rupid but 'defies a Doors 150 

00 | 91 Who 
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to k. EDV AR D IV. is 

Who ſo inſipid as can A ct the Spouſe, 

Or like the nauſbous Buſineſs of a Houle. - 

An Ape her Paſlime,\andiher Dog ber Toy: 

A Sot her Lover, and her Play a Boy. 

10 this Difeaſt 4 Remedy you bring, U 

A Sovereign Balm, the Promiſe of a King. | 

We faintly ſituggle when a Monarch woos, 

We might the Man, but can't the Prince,refuſe. 

You are the Cauſe that I my: Husband ſcorn, 

wiſh hour Preſence, and your Abſence mourn. 

His loath'd, Embraces I ſo late avoid, 8 6x 

To be no more by one 1 ate, enjoy c 4. 

For him Hove the Lord of my Deſires, 

I keep for Edwerd my remaining Fires. 

Tho heater with my Joy my Ruin draws, 

Tis glotious Ruin When a King's the Cauſe: 
ede m s $2 0.2401 | $4 
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Mary the Keb * to Charles Brandon 


King Henry the VIII. on the Peace. conclu 
4ed, wth Lewis the XII. the French 
_ King, gives him, tho then very Old and 
ft n, his youngeſt Sifter Mary in Mar- 
rige, wbo before bad engaged her ſelf 
1% Charles Brandon, . Duke ef Suffolk, 
| King Henry's Favourite, and a very 2 A 
Gentleman. She had not lag been marry 4 . 
Lewis before he dy d, being in Frye Vionths 
_ teft 4 N dom, and at Lk, erty to remember y 
ber Engagement with her beloved Du. 
She ſends him this Epiſtle, to chide him 
for ſtaying after be knew of her 'Husband'; 
| Death, and had the King's Conſent to mar- 
ry her. Which he excuſes in what follows. 


1 as I implore of Heaven for me, 


Such Health thy Queen, my _ ſends 
to Thee. | 
You 


[ 


The Quren te C. 7 BRANDON. 2t 


You little think, or fure you b not ſtay, 
How ill we Women can endure:delays7 + | 1/4 


The Winds, the Waves, are but a füt ex- 
cuſe, 5 YT 0 0 


ei! 


Leander did not t thus his Hero 10 3 


1 


A Royal! Fleet to waft you hicher, waits, by 


FE 


The Paſſage narrow, as the Seftian, Straits. 


No Fleet, no Ship, was fitted out for him, ; ; 


The Winds to combat, and a Sca to ſwim. 10 


A Princeſs, young as Hero, and as fair, | 

A Queen, expects you with lmpatience here. 
You ſcarce cou'd be more Negligent and Cold, 
Were the Sea wider, and your Miſtreſs Old. 

No Beldam Nurſe ſhall interrupt our Bliſs, |. 
Nor our ſoſt Revels be diſturb's with Spies. 
Tell me no more you want Propirious Gales, 


You 9 Sighs, methinks ſhould 0 well the 
5 25 


Yout Wiſhes ate becdli'd, your Soul ſerene, 
Or Seas nor Winds wou d EP you from a 
Queen. A 2 : 20 


* * 9 3 | a 1 
22 MA the French Queen N 


While raging Tempeſts in my Boſom reigu; . 
My Love as furious as the ſtormy Main? 


The Winds, as I have wiſh'd em to be fair, 


Have ſhifted ſince you promis d to be here. 
The greedy Merchant never watch dem more, 
Whoſe Ship expected, brings the pretious Ore, 
As I of thee , impatient of his gain, 565 
He vows he ne'er will venture it again. 
Haſte, has hi haſte, and do not dread my Frown, 
My Rage, as ſoon as Suffolk ſmiles, i is gone. 30 
To hate you 1 reſolve when' you're away, 

But fure 'twilt be no longer than you ſtay. 
Safe here and ſecret weour Lives enjoy, 

No Fears diſturb us, nor Offence annoy. 

This, ſince ſo freely I confeſs, *twill iry, 

If Gratitude, as faft as Love can fly. 

| The King m y Brother, and his beauteous 9 
The Court, in Tears, when! embarlꝰ d, were ſeen. 
To ſtay, what Poor Excuſes Iinyent, 3 
With Joy n _ with Sorrow ſent: 40 
alin; 288 


to OHIRPE'S- BR ons re 
1 chole the lateſt Minute to depart, © + 7 
And left behind me when 1 went, my n 4 
To Brewdrn early 1 that Treaſure gave, \ ton 
And took the Bed of Lewis for my Grave. © 
While many gueſs, tho Saffotk only W 8 
The cruel Reaſon of my Virgin Woes. 
i law you weeping on the crowded Strand, 
And wav'd, in bidding you farewel, my Hand: 
Nor bluſh'd, to give you in the Peoples vie w. 
Aſad, a tender, and my laſt; Adieu. 30 
The Seamen took the Signal for their Oars, 
And pufh'd the Gally from the Chalky Shoars. 
Then, as a \ Child that has in playing lot 
A Toy he valu', "and which pleasd it moſt 3 
To find i it he a while with Patience: tries 
Till ſeeing tis in vain he hides and cties - 4 
Thus to my loneſom Cabin r repair, n 
Lament your Loſs; and tell the Winds my Cate, 
As once an Empire I refus'd for Thee, 
Lewis had loſt me had my Choice been free, 6 60 
| Bb4 To 


24 14 87 the —.— 05 


And eh _ deſerve, to | be belov'd,. 14, 
Tvarnay, your Conqueſt, when by Fame 1 heard, 
Ic pleas d me moſt to ſee my Love prefer'd, 

I fancy'd I beheld him ia his Pride, 
The Hero ſhining by the Monarch's ſide. 
The ſtately Canopy, the Tent of Gold, 
And all the Pomp of Triumph I behold, ._ 
Yqur Praiſe alternative the People fi ing, | 


0 Suffolk ſome, and others of the King. i 


ſeel your Pleaſure, and your Glory Oo 


Tilla new Scene preſents another Care, 
Caſtile, they tell me, is your, ſplendid Gueſt, 


Acd brings his Siſter to.adora, the Feat. | 
A Thouſand ways to tempt you he has lone 
And us d a Thouſand Arts to gain my Love... 


Thy gallant Youth ſubdues ber haughry Soul; 


Thy- Charm, what nothing elſe cou d tame, 


controul. 


Vour Banquets, Toutnaini, you _ you 


- Plays, | | G SHS 1 


31 1 VER Your 


to CHARLES: BRAND ON. 25 
Your Nights I dad. and. your 1 

Days. ; 
Thus Chopatra, , Rome's Triemwvir ery'd, 
and thus my Branden may be loft, 1 cry'd. 
Suſpicion is the weakneſs of our S: 
She who loves moſt, believe me, moſt ſuſpecti. 
With ſuch Offenders we with eaſe are Frietids, 
He's leaſt 'exeuſable who no er offends. 
None gueſs'dion Tuurnay, you'd pretend to look; 
Which, ſoon as you beſieg d, we heard you took. 
When Atariwiliam with my Brother joyn' d, 
And his proud Eagle with our Croſles ſnin d; 90 
Nor thought he injur'd his Imperial Name, 
To wait on Henry's, and his Seffolt's Fame. mi 
Both Ceſar and his Knights, with Pride, obey: = 
Fight in his Armies, and receive his Pay. | 
| little dreamt that 1 ſhou'd pay ſo dear, _ / 
For all your Victories, and ead the War. i | 
'Twas wolſey's cunning and his vile deceit, | = 
To which, unwilling [, by Force ſubmit; _ 1 

228 ll bs = 


26 MAT che French Gen 
An Engliſh Princeſs cou'd not yet advatice;” 
My Swffolk's Fortune like a Queen of Frince, ic M 
A Royal Dow'r, a better Wealth will prove, 7 
Than the poor Treaſure of a Virgin's Love. 0 

Yet loſing this, ſo delicate you're grown, Th 
It foils, you think, the Luſtre of a Crown, 7 
Widows are things ſo miſerably dull. 


Your Fancy fickeas, and your Wiſhes ol. d 


In this more ſcrupulous perhaps than wiſe, Ie 
Your Fears are. fooliſh, but extreamly nice. i 
If you knew better, you wou'd ſhun me leſs, 8 
But ſave my Bluſhes, and my meaning gueſs. 110 0 


An Infant hanging on his Nurſes Breaſt, 
May kiſs and toy, and yet the Nurſe be chaſt 
Six Moons have ſcarce. their Silver Cirgle run, 
Since Lewis gave me for my Hand a Crown; 
What the good! Monarch had return d in Love, 
Might more your Pity than your Eavy x move 
Cruel indeed! Who at. 'his Bargain grieves, 
Who gives ſo little, and ſo much receives. 
Out 


to CHAR LEEGN BRANDON. #5 
Our Loves in nothing] but Prevention, crofts 
My Wealth will pay for all the Minutes loft. 
Lens, to grace my Nuptial Fealt, invites, 121 
ToTilrs and Turnaments, the Warriour Knights': : 
The formoſt to the Lifts my Champion came; 
To prove his proweſs, and aſſert the Dame. 
Vdleis beheld Thee with a jealous Frown, 
Thy Youth ſo ſpritely, and thy Valour —9 
He dreaded ĩt too much to truſt his own, 

And wiſely copſcjous of unequal foroe, + 
He took a kinder, and a ſafer, Courſe , 

Thee of his Party, and thy Friends he choſe, 
Who dare all Combatants, and all oppole. 130 
Oh how jt ſtruck me when the Juſts begun, 

To ſee the Rival Knights at Sefolt run; 

Your danger I beheld with ſuch concern, _ 
Who ſaw me, calily my Care diſcern. _ 

Nor often cou d my ſecret Terror hide, 

But, ſave my Bragdon, ſave my Love, I cd, 


1 


28 Mr the French Queen 
Then, leſt Confuſion might betray my Zeal, “ 
I kiſs d the good old king, and all was well A 
I ſaw the Glory which your Squadron won, 
The reſt neglected, and extoll d his Son: 1%“ 
And when he turn'd his honeſt Praiſe, on the 
I ask'd him, to deceive him, Which is He: 
Joy fluſt d my Checks and ſparkled in my Eyes 
When Saffo/b was proclaim'd to win the Prize, 
The mighty Rapture I cou'd ſcarce. contain, A. 


And ſcarce. from telling whacl felt, refraio. Ib 

L My Womans Wit and Artifice 1 uſe, I" 

* My Pleaſure to conceal, or elſe: excuſe. - 

4 My: Looks on others, or my Praiſe I turn, 

1 Or ſeldom nam d thee; or with ſeeming ſcora. 

So Eminenryouſhin'd above the reſt,  * 151 

| As ben 1 lov'd you, you deſery'd it bed. | 

| Z The Knights, the Princes in their ſplendid Aris, W | |; 

| Thy Valour wanted, or thy youthful Charme, Ii > 
Yet oſt I fancy'd, I their Merit wrong, © © u 


As 10 they ſeem, as Beautiful and Young 
As 


oC OR AHH RANDOM: 4 29 
As Gracefully they moye, as Great appear, 
As Worthy too, if Smffo{k is not near, 

As Clouds before the Sun from Thee they fly, 


And their Worth vaniſhes when thou art by. 166 
So Diamonds equi in their Lufre cem. 
When view'd alone, that looks Wc RN 
A nohle_Brelence in lena fern. 
Thy Shape is better, and thy ing 
A fine, Behaviour, Gentle and Polit, 

Diſtinguiſhes, Yendeſme, but thige I — 0 
The Gallant Baur hen has a manly: F age; 
vet wants my Here's Sweetnels and its Graces: 
The Boater Long” uille, Exrepe's Champions dare; 


he famous Confjable's gurt eng Sea. 
Allows, thy. Glory has eclips d his awo. 

Bonarm and dalle 4 with Gigantick Right, 
Diſpuce the Prize, hut yield to thine in Bale, 
If Henry with, our Loves baud, diſagree, 

11 own the Fault is mine, and not in Thee. 


J My 


believ'd rill-Suffolk came. the firſt; in War. 19 


5 Aid de ad RN 


My Brother's Stiles created my _— 
In loving thee, 1 only follow him. 
The Croud believe 1. wrong a Royal 84 
Below a Leder or fork to wed. # 186 
So high $alde' oh my Name they ſer, | 
There's tone which ſuits it but Plantagenet. 
This, in their Wiſdom, 1 fuppoſe, they ſay, 

Yer giieve at nothing but at Ss ſtay. 
Can Eng/and pleaſe thee while thy Queen is her, 
Or I delight in Frauce while thou art there? 
Haft, Haſt, my Brandon, and expect to find 
An angry Miſtreſs, yet in Anger kind, 
When we laſt parted was your Promiſe this! 
The Oath you (wore, and ſeal'Fit with a Kis 
Is this your ſpeedy, and your wiſh'd Return iii 
And are you not ungrateful and forſworn ? 
With greater Crimes I ſooner cou'd diſpeiiſe, 
Than pardon'this, a Lovers worſt Offence.” 
And yet if cer to meet again we live, 
| YON Crime ſo great Fihal not then fotgive 

Yo 


5 


Ni | 


AP 


to CHARLES BRANDON. 22 


Your Penance heavy, like your Sin, ſhou'd prove, 
My Vengeance. ſhall. be only 9 much Love. 
Yes, Brandon, this is all thou haſt to fear, | 
f Love can be too much, thou'lt have it here. ao 


v. 37. King Hewy's Queen aol! chait:Conit welt to 
the Princeſs Mary, where ſhe embark'd fot F 5 
v. 55. A Marriage was concluded between the Imp. 
and K. Henry VII. for the Emperor's elde Son 7bilip King of 
ee and ee of Auffrin, Father to Charles v.with the 
Princeſs Mary, w +5 they came to Age, which Agreement was 
broke * 
v.55. 


A Rt at th Surrender of Tourney, made a pablick Fo 

try under a Canopy of-Cloth of Gold, born by Wow of the chief 

Citizens, the King himſelf neatly mounted on 2 very fine Horſe, 

— his Trapping em embroidered with the, Arms s of England, Frence 
relax 

v. Be, The King created Prince Charles of caſile, afrerwards Em- 

with his Siſtet Margot Duccheſi of Sæuy at Tournay, There 
was ane a Difcourſe of « Marriage wares 1 Dutcheſs of _— 
and the Lord Lyle afterwards Duke of See 

V. 89. Maximilian I. with his Troops 4554 undet K. 
wore the Croſs of St. George and the Roſe on their Breaſts, 
both himſelt and his Soldiers in our King's Pay, The Kings * 
England have ſinèe had many Prinees In the ſawe Clrcumltanea, 
35 much as 'twas then a rarity. 

V. 97 Wolley hes biſhop of | Lincels, aſte ward Gardigal, by his 
Favour with King Henry, was the chief Cauſe of this young Ladies 
deing thrown away, on the d French King: | * 

* l Del Frantis then Duke 5 air, and 1 be l. 
choſe the and the Marquel: uels o Horſet to be his AL 
iſtants in N ts he bebe Ain e of the Lady 
Mary and her Nuptials. 


V. 11. The Count of St. Paul. 154 8 100 108 
V. 173. Two famous Combatants +; their time. Galless of ſuck 
ſrength,; ther he'rama Courſe with u. Spear. which ac the Head Wis 
Fiye Inches ſquare, end at the Fut Nine. Bonerm at the ame time 
ame into the Field arm'd «t all points, with Ten Spearmen about him, 
— ſpucring his Horſe derer fog Aim til he had benen "em a. 
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Charles Brandon Duke of Sk, to to Mar 
9 "the Fals _” 


| Hen * Aue 100 
4 

My Lon d where jay, you wrong, 

- Nar Seas, nor Wind detain me in 4 Port, 
But the flo Motions of your Brother's Coun, 
Iopatient of my laſt Diſpatch I wait, x 
And curſe the Miniſters, and blame the State, 

The King commands em, and 2 brown 

I 
vet auh contrive os me here, 4 
If nothing but the Winds oppos d my way, 

Thou ſhou dſt not chide me ſot my tedious ſtay. 

Nor Night, nor Te mpeſt wou d I fear for Thee, 

But cut my Paſſage through the troubled Ses. 


Your Eyes wou'd light me o'er the darkſome 
e . | No 


And Love, your geſell, on a Wive, 8 
1 . Swill 


4 


tc the French Qucen- 33 
Swift as my Wiſhes to my Queen Id fg oT 


Nor dreadthe Billows tho they reach d the Sky; 
My Hopes wou'd mount me yet above * 
Rage, Wo 

While L, undaunted, with the $rormi cope 

ſhe Sun juſt finiſhes the Golden Year,” 

My Queen at Paris ſtill, and wer X 

till parted by our Foes, or by our Fate, 

Our Loves muſt ſuffer, by the Forms of State. 

our Truth, your Conſtancy, you oft repeat; 

et, great as" tis, your Saſpll's is as great. 

In Pompous Embaſly, when 8 came, 

o wed the Princeſs i in his Maſter's Name; 

Oh ! how | 'wiſh'd we might difpute i in Fight, 

If Lewis ſhou'd polleſs my Lover's Righr. ma 

Wo cate Aucempes provoked by my Deſpait/ 4 

meditate his Death to faverhe Fair. 3 

Ire powers which kept me from fo' black a 
Deed, 

Forgive the Sins that front our Love ftoteed. 

he th EC bos 


14 CHARLES. BRANDON 
For who cou'd ſee with Temper, and unmoy'd, 
The Beauty raviſh'd he ſo dearly lov'd # 1.- 
Beben dhe Glory of our Silver Thames, 
Wild and Deſerted, in your Abſence, "ſeems, 


| "Twas: there, you know it ws you ſtole my 
Heart; r 


was there, in Tears, you told me, we muſt part 
There I beheld you at your Rural Sport, 
The Grace, the Wonder, of a ſhining Court. 4 


Oft like Diana, on the fowry Green, 

You reyel'd with your Brother's beautcou 
Queen. 

The Birds, in a Winter, at your preſence fing 

And fancy, when they ſee you, tis the Spring 


The Groves, the Shades, the Meads, while you 
Was there, 


'Preſerv'd their Sweernes thro' the dailiag Yea 
The Spriog, the Birds, with you. are fled away 
And ſcarce are heard to wcldaea in the May. 


The Thames complainiog, with his Murmu Thi 
glides, | | 
Or rages in his Grief, with fwelling Tides 


[ 
| Wb} 


ts MART che French Queen. 35 
ſees the Goddeſs by his ſide no more, 
Not beats the Bürthen which he proudly bote. 
o meet you coming ſrom the Shoar, he heaves, 
and lifts you gently on his wanton Waves. 
he Swains,' by Wonder, to the Banks are led; 
he Flocks, the Herds, which near the River fed, 


From the gteen Paſture, from the Mountain 
Oe. d, 


= 


I the gay ads; and; your Gally, bre. 
ſhe Stream unwilling, now his Courle purſues, 
\nd nothing lovely, ſince you left him, views. 
hen Fame inform'd me of the Storm 15 
met, 61 
Vhich tore your Gally, and pers d your Fleet. 
knew from whence the dreadful Tempeſt roſe, 


She loath'd to ſee ſo bright a Princeſs led, 
A vouthful Victim, to an uſeleſs Bed. 


Erde Winds, to pleaſe hers all their Rage em- 
ploy,- ©. 


Cc 7 Your 


How ven made the Warring Winds your foes, 


bat, what ſhe cou'd not ceinythe might 5D 


a 
- — — — — ———— — 


36 CHARLES BR AN DON 
Your Ships, with fury, on the Coaſtſhe droy 
In Vengeance to her ſelf, and ſlighted Love 
The God ne er governs by the Rule of State, 71 
Nor Cruel to the Mean, nor Partial to the Gre: 
But when a fond, a tender Heart he finds, 
He aims his Dart, and whom he pleaſes, joy 
He Curſes ſuch, as what he Wills, oppoſe, 
And certain Ruin with his Curſes goes.” 
' How for your Safety ſhou d Lonce have pray 
Of the leaſt Wind, of every Wave afraid! 
Yet thus to leave me, with my Joy ſo nex; 
Too much provok'd me to increaſe my Care. l 
Till Love returning, and with Love my Tea, 
I heard, with Tranſport, that the Queen 


well. Por 
Of your gay Meeting we were quickly told, 
The Bride Conſpicuous, in her Gems and 
Your Charms more radiant W 
_ appear, © 
Like a new 858 to deck Pa Southera $ 


5 


to MART the French Queen. 37. 
our Virgin Train in silver Robes are ſcen, 
Yer all Illuſtrious, but the lovely Queen. 
boſe Brightneſs, as unequal ſeem d to theirs, 
the Sun's Luftre to the paler Stars. 90 | 
;all this Splendour for a Child, I cry'd, 
sleſs to ſhew his Kindneſs than his Pride. 
imſelf Decrepid and Decay d, he ſtrove _ 

o pleaſe thy Vanity, if not thy Love, Lk 
c his rich Trappings, and his Steed, they talk, 
\s if he ſhou'd not ride, who cou'd not walk l 
fine Companion for a Royal Maid, 
ora Grave fitter, than a Marriage Bed. 
He ſought thy Beauty, as the Miſer's Gold, 
To, hoard the Treaſure up, and to behold. 100 
ond to Poſſeſs, uncapable to Uſee 
ret loath to keep it, as he fear d to loſe, 
"= With Hands profane, the Beauty fo Divine, 
WT Tis Sacrilege to touch the hallow'd Shrine. 4: 
Thy Youth on him was thrown away in waſt, 


Who ſurfeited on Food he cou'd not taſt. 
os Cc 3 And 


38 CHARLES BRANDON 
And yet, like Childreg, who for Triſſes long, 
He covets ſtill; as if he ſtill were young. 
When Capel, Dorſet, and the Valiant Grays, 
In ſearch of Glory, croſt the narrow Seas. 1 
As Knights they went, Companions of my Fame 
To try theit Force, and ſpread the Engliſh Nam 
1n Triumph to the Liſts, I ſaw you ride; 
And proud was Brandon, to behold your] Pride 
| Paris around with Tyrian” Carpets hung, 
The Court with Joy, with Mirth the City rung 
A Numerous, and a Gallant Band prepar'd, 
Attend: in ſhining Armour, as your Guard. 
In high Proceſſibn, follow'd next the 400 
 Artay'din Purple, and in Golden Veſts: + 


Their Vows 194 1 with * to 
Throng, 1 


And ſung your. Praiſe, and a Pe 
The Princes of the Church, the Peers of France, 
With the Bride's Champions, in their, Rank 


ee 


| * 
%a. 


Aloſt 


j 


Al 


to MA RT the French Queen. gg 
Aloft, on your Imperial Chariot, bofm 
Your Seat, your Honour, and your Crown adorb. | 
To ſhine, your Ladies, an unhappy Train, 
Like Stars too near the Sun, attempt in Vain. 
Their Youth, their Vanity, their Care and Colt, 
So near Perfection, in the Queen, are. loſt, 130 
Aﬀected in their Airs, and Nice in. Dreſs, 92 
While Native Beauties, in their Miſtreſs, please. 
Thus the bright cynthia from the Weſt t appears, 
Attended. with a Troop of feeble. Stats; 2 
She rules the Skies, with undiſputed right, ', : 
Confeſt their Sovereign,and theQueen of Light. 
Secure of Conqueſt, to the Liſts 1 ride, P 4 
For what of Might. I. want, my | Love ſupply'd. : 
Thrice at the Barrjers I your Charms proclaim, 
And enter'd fierce.to juſtifie your Fame. 40 
The Knights, to name the Riyal Ladies, dread, 
And, as the Fair deſerv d it, they ſi ſucceed. nit 

I prov'd Triumphant in your Royal view, 


Orr them ſuperior; to their Ladies, you. 
Cc 4 | Nor 


ng 


- 


go CHARLES BRANDON. 


Nor Arms your Sefa, nor their Spite, compel! 


To quit Inglorious, the diſputed Field, 


Tho brought in Treaſon for your Knight's Di 


. 
1 forc'd, you law it and were pleas'd, to yield, 
And offer'd af your Feet, his Maſſy Shield. 159 


Forgive--- lif recent Actions I repeat, 


Or talk of things you cannot yet forget. 


y Fame, my Fortune, ro your Smiles are due 
And all that [ have got, returns to you. 
From your bright Image in my Soul it came, 
And Love and Vicco were then the ſame. 
By every Morion, by my Eyes you gueſs, 
70 what 1 ow d my Courige and Succeſs. 
This, had the People [ciſure, they might ſee, 
Jar gaze an) you too moch to look on me. | 160 
"Fhus, unbþlery'd, our Glances often joyn'd, 
1 BY with Wiſhes, as the Quieens wer 


* — ,: | * x 
" 64.73. CJ ” : : 1 - ; \ 4 » . > 
1 Again 
| 25 | 
4 : 


Again enflam' d, the Combat I purſue, 
Defy d the Champions, and again ſubdue. 
'Twere vain of Pedigree, or Birth to boaſt, 

The Thames, the Tyber, in the Sea are loſt, 
The Monarch Eagle, o'er the Faulcon flies, 

In view, he leaves him, and aſcends the Skies. 
Your ſelf the faireſt of a Race Divine, 

What Merit can I hope to plead by mine? x70 
Or elſe as Heir to Branden I might claim, 
A Prince's fayour in my Father's Name. 
Whom Richwond choſe, at Boſworth Plain, to bear 
His Glorious Enſign, and dire& the War. 
The Tyrant s Cauſe and Perſon he withſtood, 
And bought our Honours with his Loyal Blood. 
Blame me no longer for unkind delay, 

Nor think thro Coldneſ or Neglect I ſtay. 


prevent all Danger, and our Hopes ſecure. 
We'll cruſt to Fortune, and to Friends no more, 


By both once flatter'd, and betray'd before. 
| 15 The 


16 MART the French Queen. 41 


Our Council's flow, I fain would have 'em ſure, 


; 
l 
' 
| 
1 
' 
' 
| 
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The King's Conſent his Council muſt approve; 


were of Crimſon 


Sir Edward Nevill, Sir Giles Capel, Thomas Cheney, «s his Affiſtants, 


42 CHARLES-BRANDON, &. 


And all that follows will be Joy and Love. 


v. 25. The Duke of Longyile Ambaſſador on this Occafion. 
V. 4 Queen Katherine, whom Henry VIII. afterwards dl. 


Vvore d. 
v. 81. The Oueen in her Paſſage to France ws met 
Storm, which — the HOG veſſel ſhe wat ia, into — Hare 


of Bulloign, and ſcarter'd the Fleet. 
V. 83. King Lewis XII. her Husband then very old, met her u 


Abbeville, where he made with his new Queen à moſt pompous 


2 36 Ladies clad in Clock: of Silver, the 
Gierl of 5 L Rte the Trappnga of their Horſes 


1 ( 
v. 91. King Lewks befides his Abe, was much troubled with the 


Sour. 
V. 109. The Duke of Suffolk when the Torunaniene was pro 


claimed in to be l at Faru, for the ſake of the Queet 
hls 1 0 leave to go 'rhither; with S 00h; 98 


Miftreſs, 
Gray, — Dorſet, and his Four Brothers, the lord Cliam, 


V. 113, The Entry of that Queen Into Parks afcer her Coro 


tion at Ft. Dennis. 
v. 123. The Dukes of Alenſen, Bourbon, Fendone, |Longuevitl, 


Suffolk, and five Cardiaals. 
V. 147. The Duke of Valar, afterwards eb l. French King, 


envying the Duke of Saffo/k's Fortune and Bray got a Germat 
jr oh to encounter with the Brand, 


5 apes on with this boaſted Champion, beat — with the 
Pummel of % Sword, till the Giant had enough, of the Comb, 

v. 171. Sir William Brandon's Facher was Try at . Fight, 
by Richard 118, being then Standard- bearer ta the El of Nd. 


ud, ee H VII. 
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EPISTLE III. 


gerald in Ireland, and being in his Tra. 
vel at, Florence, We. the, Giraldi 


Henry Howard Bel of ure * ” 


«tes of Herdes, and my Love har wh 


The Burl 72 3 famous i in the Rei * 


Henry the VII for his Muſe and his 
Valour, was very much in Love with the 


Lady Giraldine, of 'the / Family of Fitz- 


gave him Reaſon to remember his Lad 6 
and the "Name they had gi ven her, 4 
by ſane ir imagin d, he ſends' ar Las 
to comfort ber in, lig Abſence, . and the 
Lady Giraldine's Anſwer is. , the next I 


bwin 
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Rom Phtence, whence the br ve Girald; 


44 H HOW ARD E. of S 
I ſend this rude Epiſtle to Thee, Fair, 
With more Sincerity compos'd, han en 
The Tuſcan Eloquence I ſhall nor vag, 
To ſpeak my Wihes i in my Native %s TS 
RENEE Language, Gallant and Polite, 
My Paſſion like my own," is Fierce and G 
Near the Nine Siſters and the ſacred Seeing, 


Where Virgil, and where Ouid, learnt to ſing; 
In Engliſh Numbers l, 'to- write t you, chooſe, 


The Lover Engliſh, and che {ame the Muſe. 


The Tuſcan Sweerneſs if ſhe Wants, we boaſt 


The Roman Majeſty, which: they have loft ; 
Her Grace, perhaps her Aﬀectation, leſs, 
She wears Modeſt, but 2 Noble, Drefs: | 


When cer ſhe mounts, aboye their height he flies, 
And ſoars ſublimely to her Native Skies; 20 


Of Heroes, Demi- Gods, and War, ſhe ſings, 
of Ewrope Conquer d, and of Captive . 
She leads our Princes thro' the duſty. Field, 


Aud ſhews the Battle won, and Town compalld 
But 


to the Lady GIRALDINE. 45 
But when the fleales to deſcend to Love, 
And paint the Shepherd in the Myrtle-Grove. 
So ſoft her Notes, fo moving are her Strains, 


The Virgin pities, as the Youth complains, 
Oh wou'd ſhe now her duteous Son inſpire, 0 


To kindle | in your Soul the ſame Deſire, 30 
Which burns in mine an unconſuming Fire. 
No want of Grace wou'd in the Stile appear, 


Nor Tuſcan Eloquence with mine compare. 
Love, eonq ring Love, in every Page ſhou d ſhine, 


And your kind Wiſhes grow as warm as mine. 


What here torments you, wou'd ſuffer there, & 


My Grief, my Joy, Impaticace, Hope and Fear, 
Share in my Pleaſures, and divide my Care, 


You then wou d know how dreadful * tis to part, 
And caſe by Pity, my afflicted Heart. 40 


Think with what Pain I leſt my native Shoar, 
For England troubled, for your Abſence more. 

With trembling I beheld a friendly Gale, 
Swell out our Canvals, and preſent to- ſail; 


You 


, 
© — — — 


| 
| 
l 
j 


4 H. üb 7x5 E. of Sire 
You N me driving from the 'Coalt to Sea; 


And weeping, I believ'd, you wept for me. 
old art 


In tears, the Fortunes of our Love 1 mourn, 
Not quite departed wou'd to Land return; ; 


The Winds, the cruel Waves, their Aig deny's, 


And drove me forward with a furious Tide, 30 
The Port again 1 bid the Sailors make, I 
And pray the riſing Winds to force u us back. 
The Winds, the Mariners, refuſe to hear, 
Laugh at my Sorrow which they took for Fear 
Not the proud Monumeats of ancient Rome, 
Tnvited'me to leave my Love and Home; 
Her pleaſu ant villas, and Campanian Fields ; * 
Nor the rich Banquets that ker Vintage yields 
Nor the gay Spirit which inſpir'd their Souls, 
"When her Wits revell'd o'er Falernien Bowls, 40 
Cou'dt tempt thy Lover from his prince and Thee, 
With Storms to Combat, and a dangerous Sea, 


But Glory urg'd me to aſſert by Arms, wo 
My Youth unequal'd, and Thy Sov'rein Charms; 
3 | - 


T 
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o the Lady & IR ALDINE. 47 


To Florence, Fame, the daring Champion draws, 
Where Fortune prov'd.as friendly as my Cauſe, 
Cou'd Love, by Diſtance or by Time, decline, 
A Thouſand Accidents had ruimd mine: 


6 1 


Books, Schools, and what in Learning, I ad- 
| mire, 


Had cur'd my Paſſion, and had quench'd Deſire. 
But their grave Maxims I of late OP 31 
And think, To Love, is only to be Wiſe. 
Divine Ereſmar, and our famous More, 


Who taught, improv'd me, and who > Chard 
before. 


Their Wiſdom and theic Eloquence wou'd _ 
But when they ralk of Loye, A barren Theme ! 


I went from Belgia to the Knightly War, 


And leſt the Sages with their Precepts there. 


| croſt the Danube and the Rhine to view. 


The Court Impetial, and my Courſe a 60 
I met the great Agrippa there reno md, 
For Magio Science, and for lat 12 
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48 H Hou AED Rif Sing 


Strange to believe! he in 2 Glaſs diſclos d, 
The Lovely Scene, and all thy Charms expos d. 


1 gaze: with Rapture on tliy tnarchleſs Face, 
A beet ba ster tb bee bin Gi 70 


Diſcoverd in his Glas, I ſaw was mine. 


Tasbd him, by his mighty Skill, to ſee, 
The diſtant Maid, and how i far'd with Thee. 


As once I fa thee on a Bed reclin'd, 


Thro the white Lawn, thy whiter Beautie 
ſhbin'd, 


He ſhew'd Thee reading, and the Numeroii 


Of Loveit ſung, and 1 beheld the Maid 
Wak | Bluſhes, and, 1 thought, with Pleaſurs 
read. 


The wondrous Artiſt I with Joy embrac „ 
And ſure of Victory, to Florence paſt. "| 
F boaſt no Honours from a Noble Name; 
My Father's Glory or from Sarreys Fame: 

The Lyon ſhining in our Arms Twave, 
For Clowns can fight, and ew ty Fool be brave. 


8 


ma Lady G18 ADINE. an 


Tho Flaader-Field will never be forgot, - 
Nor. Surrey Conq ting, nor the routed Scat. 
With Heroes, I might claim the foremoſt Place, 


By my own Actions, or my Warriour's Race. 


Another Title to your Love I ple, 
hich ſooner, with the Gallant, ſuou d ſucceed. 
he Son of Phebw, and the Sacred Nine, 
My Name Illuſtrious, and my Works Divine. 
y Soul enlighten'd with a Heavenly Ray, 
Derives its Being from the God of Day. © 1 
Not the leaſt worthy of the Tuneful Throng, 
our Beauties are immortal in my Song, * 


\nd Kings repeat my never dying verſe 3 
| heſe the beſt Trophies, to my Name, I raiſe; 
\nd weat the Laurel, but to grace the Bays. 

n ample-Syaod when the Gods deſign, 5 afT 

To taiſe 3 Being, like themſelves; Divine. 
Whe frame diſpog'd, a Spirit they infuſe, 
hich forms a Hero, cx cteates a. Muſe: 10 


0 


The Fair with Pleaſure, What! write, rehearſe; | 
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Or both had peridh'd in the Flames of Try: 


Were lefsin Nature, than they are in Fams 
But the bright Image of your living Face, 


56 H. HOWARD Eof __ 

A Smaller Portion of Ztherial Fire, 
The Croud of Heroes, and of Kings mos 
The Muſe they quicken with's purer Flame, 
To give, as he deſerves, the Monarch Fame. 
The World had ne'er of great auh, rung, 
Nor Hellews Rape, had Homer ever ſung 3" 


Time wou'd his Valour, and her Chat de 
_ troy, 


_ oo 2 Car 


For Slaves agd Kings are equal in the Grave, 


The ſame in Death, the Coward and th: 
Brave; 110 


Til with new Honours by the Mule they live 
And in the Fable, or the Scene, revive. 1 N 
She adds by Fiction to their real Worth, os 
And makes em Gods, wes.” were __ Men or 


Earth. 
The Son of Thetis, as the Spertan Dame, 


No Art can paint, nor Bloquence expreſs. 


* 


to che Lady GIRJUDINE. pt 


duch are the Grices of your Wir and Youth, 
The Muſes Fition cannot reach the Truth, t 20 


A perſect Picture, who pretends to make, 


* his 3 and his * * 


Yet theſe, Alas lo Lovely and 10 Ga, 
With Age will wrinkle, and with Time decay; 


You'll curſe the Change, and wiſhing to be 
young, * 


Seek the loſt Graces in the living Song. 
Nor Time, nor Age, my Pifture ſhall conſumk, 
Your Youth will there be ever in its bloom. 130 
here, tho imperſect, ſhall your Image laſt, 
And future Beauties envy like the paſt. 
Stenhope, the Wonder of the ds Train: 
Oer Thes no longer ſhou d unjuſtly reign. 
o Thine, her Teles and het Cotqueſts, g eld 
f equal tothe Pair my Verſe excelld.. 


or prove by Numbers; if Þloſs by Might. 
942 For 


y Arms Fl viedicacsrfiy-Sovereiga Right, 


5 KE'HOW4RD.E. bf lit 
For this Hello will my Bteaſt inſpire, 
Aud kindle in my Soul the latent Fire. 
Then ſhall my Geniw, like the Subject ſhine, 
My Song be Deathleſs, as the Theme Divine. 
nat the Charmer of your Sex, with me, 141 
Shall tune "his Harp, and fing'bgain rs” 
To late Poſterity thy Fate mall run; 
White by thy Merit, we'exalt our own. 


The Prince, when Surrey at his Court EA 


1 the Tournaments, 55 1 * Liſts x pre- 
A golden Pillar in the Cirqul bis plac, 10 


With different” Poftrairs, and Devices, wy 


| Yours, with Wa, and Delight, the 
view, * 10 Si; n, N 64 


And deſtio'd, [Ver the vita, the Prize ti you. 
The Spurs, the Lance, my Silver Lyon, held, 
Beneath your Picture, and deſy d the Field. 
When prancing on a Harb I firſt appear, 

Approach the Pillar, and pronounce Thee Fair 
01 : s 59 The 
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| The Trumpets ſounded, and with loud acclaim, 
The Croud approve it, and admire the Dame; 


The Knights, defy d, the ſturdy. Lance prepare. 


From Europe, Africk, and from Aſia, ſome," 

To loſe their Honour, and their Love at homes 

Diſmounted, at my Feet, the Champions lie, 

And curſe their Fortune, and demand to die. 

The Trumpets found, and Clinours tend the 
Skies, 


From ev'ry Nation they to Florence come, 


when gorrey is proclaim'd to win the Prize! 
The Oburt, the Sentence of the Field, allow d, 
And Truth Eternal, to the Fair I vod. 
A pile erected in the Rifiog Flame, J 
I eaſt an Offering to your ſacred Name, 169 > 
The Broken Spearb, the Trophies of my owl 
To Heaven it inoints, = bright Ethel File 

Pure a y Love and fierce 28 my Hefte. 
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54 H. HOWARD) ki b. 
I übles the Omen, and my Vous tene w, R 
70 Sig, to Combar, and to love for you. 
your Balls divert me, nor the ſplendid Fealt, 
9 their Muſiek, nd their _ bil. 


wo i-3 2306 

| nd belief is ay Chamber, a 
And meditete alone, the diſtant Fair. 

My Wandring Though: on various Objeds 


, "Pe, | 175 
On Hor dn, Hampin, but they meet in Love 
on Royal windſor, and pur paſt Delights, 
Our Days of Sporting. and oor Joyous Nights 
Our Morning Pleaſures, and our Evening Shade, 
And how we Loy d, and what we did and ſaid 
This to remember gives my Sorrows eaſe, 
And pleaſes Ol, when, cothing elſe can pleaſe 
Yind/or, as Charmiog, as She's Noble, ſeems, 
Tha Boat of England, and the Pride of Thames: 


For Kings and Princeſſes à ſoſt Retreat, 


To Love, delicious, nd the Muſes Seat, 190 


to che Lady GIRALDINE, 33 
My Miſtreſs with the Nymphs I there have ſeen, 
Confels'd, in Beauty, and Deſert, a Queen. 
There inthe Forreſt, or the Neighb ring Groves, 
We ſtray d together, and compar'd our Loves, 
Beneath 2 Poplar, or à Beechen, Shade, 

I ſought, and have ſurpriz'd the Heav*nly Maid. 
And fondly have 1 gueſt your Virgin Care, 
And fancy'd, that you came to meet me there, 
This Image flatters, in my Fear, my Mind, 

Or elſe you were, or I beligv'd you, kind. 290 
Oft on the Willows by the Banks of Thames, 
With Marks myſterious, Iengrav'd our Names, 
When next you wander, by the River, ſte, = 
Theſe Wiſhes written on the faireſt Tree, 

And as of you I think, Remember me. ſ 


mien Silvia ſus beneath thy Shade, 
From Heat defend the Fair, 
A Thouſand Odours round ber ſpread, 
| 4x4 Flars fs the rn. 
| Dd 4 6 re 


o# * 


* Te Birds, thut ſinging 4 95 
tui a ee; 
ee eee _ Ae 
7 bleſs 4 Swain Deſire. fb 95 
mes Sylvia ſleeps, re Gentle a: 


no Lull ber to her Reſt; © 
Inform the Virgin in ber 5 880 ä 


How Damon wou'd be * 


1 


England, to ul, 1 (till prefers , 
ASpring perpetuaPis, they tell me, here, 50 
But how can I believe, while thou art there! 


For Thee the Forreſt blooms, the Meados 
-ſpriogs,” + 
þ And Philamel. dectiv'd, in 8 Os 1 
Campania's Glory ne er had reach d our Ille, 
Had not her Muſe been richer than her Soil. 
Nor beaſted Tyber, nor the wanton Po, 
Like Thames, ot euerm Silver Curteh ts; flow, 
Oh! were I ſure at my Return to find, > 
Your Heart the IN. as when l left yoo, kind. 
* | 0 0 R | Thei 
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co the Lady GIN AL DINE. 35 
Their painted Cities then wou d tempt in vain, 
Their Courts, where Vanity, and Pleaſure, reigh. . 
Their Pomp, their Luxury, I then wou'd ſcorn, 
To berter Fortune in your Beauty born. 232 
Oer the rude Alpes, with Eagle haſt Id fly, ' 


4 the rough Ss and fill my Arms with 
0. 5 | 


« 


OBSERVATIONS. 


The Earl 8 eldeſt Son to the Great Dukee of M- 
folk He was, ſays the Learned Biſhop of Salisbury in his Hiftory 
of che Reformation, 8 high ſpirited Man, had a vaſt Fortune, aud 
the Head of the Poplſh Party; however a Man of great Quality. 
He had a great Wit, and was more than ordinarily learned, his 
Heat in the Popiſh Cauſe ruin d him, and was try'd for Treaſon ; 
the Pretence, his giving the Arms of Eiwerd the Confeſſor, and 

concern'd with his Father ia other Plots and This 
3 een very fine Poems for his Age, the re are none ſo 


5 2 foe « Tir urn, conſiderlng the Times, extant. 
here were alſo in Heary VIIIch's Cn, Sir Thomas IWyas, 
(Father of — — 4 Sir Thomas Myst in Queen Mary's Reign) 
who was a Geritleman famous for his Genius in Poetry, and my 
Lord of Friend Sir Francis Bryan, afterwards Embaſſidor 
. ny "on. hus we ſee that their Love of the Muſes was not 
injurious to their Miniftry, and he muſt himſelf have 
a _ — Talent, _ thinks che Man that excells in fo 
_ an Art yak = — It with' a TIS deal —— on * the 
moſt important O e lame nle that 
made — Mine as a Poet, will iel make — illuſtrious as 
a Miniſter, - There are ſeveral things in chis Epiſtle, and the 
Lady's anſwer, which may. give us an 1des of the Court "2nd Man- 
ners of the Reign liv'd in, and prove to us how cafie Men 
of little Wit and little Honeſty have ain ey Hg to be troubleſome 


22 Opuyon n 
ee eee 


| v. I. 
„ _* i [ FF, = 1 
/ | > 5 2 


38 H, HOWARD . of Swecy,- 
V. 3- The Family p of that Giroid! aro napy_ gon of che 


Noble in Florence ; that the Lady Givaldine 
them, my Lord Surrey fings himſelf, and that ſhe was born in 


From Tuſcez came my Ladies worthy Race, 
Fair Flerence was ſometimes her ancient Seat,; 
The Weftern Iſle whoſe | 


Kor of 
V. 131, The Lady Stenbye gn grear Bean as be himſelf has 
recorded in the Verſes, he writ on her reſuſing to dance wich m, 
under the allegory of the Lyon and the Wolf z a little extrsordi- 
nary, tis true, to compare the AA no matter, 
his Reaſom will be rn beſt in ip We rg 
Rinjelif. & Lyon ſaw] late ns as any o. 
Her. 1 * perceive 3 Wolf white as 2 Whale's bone. 
| A fairer Beeſt d Heer Hue, beheld 1 never none, 
But that her Leoks were Coy. and froward was her Grace. 
v. 141. Sir Themes Ihe tranſlated the ET of 
1 
t Holy Grave, w 
To hs Plalms hall Chriftizns purchaft - 
The Hero and aller rpm yt ay Heer hace 
deſpiſable an attempt, as a late modern Bard has often 
Tis the ill Performance, and (OR I FO N har 


pretended cot that is moſt 
On $is Thomas's Degh be writes * 


What Virtues rare were temper'd io thy Breaft, 

Honour, that Englend ſuch a Jewel bred; 

And Kg d the Ground whereas thy Corps did ral. 
V. 145. The Great Duke. 
V. 073. The Cuftom of the Knights who won the Prize ef 

9 _ an Oath to be true to their Dames, as here 


v. 140 


4 


to the Lady G IR ALDI NE. 35 


Of Hunſden he ſays, and of Hempten Court and the 
nes Let peep hey to mine Bye. my 
Of Hampton Cours, and , where abound. 
All Pleaſures. | 


be Service of Nee Katherine. 


+ 


The following Lines are by ſome attributed to Sir Francis Bryan. 
The Numbers ſeem to be more Harmonious chan any we can find 
in others much more modern. 
which Weſtward wich thy Streams. 

Grains of Geld try d; 
and Sail go ſeek the Thames. 


n | 


© 
— 


Tags farewell, 
Turn'ft up the 
— 1 with 


; Wine | 
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E, like my Serrey, 1 cou'd ſpeak! my Mind, 


HP Love wou 6 be * my Heart as 


'Tis Cuſtom, only, makes our 8. Sex coneeal 


The Flames that wo, em, and which your 
reveal. 


„end vita 


This niceneſs, Surrey! This my Pen reſtrains, ; 
Or elſe *twould anſwer you in ſofter Strains 
Leſs artful, yet as honeſt and fincere,, 


Writ with more Truth tho 2 vor gems 


Care. 13 
Bred in a Court, their Ae 1 delpile, | 5 
Nor aim at Conqueſt by my Mien, or Eyes. 10 
No Hearts I flatter with pernicious Smiles, 

Nor make your Rivals by fallacious Wiles. 
119 Heart, tho weak, is uncorrupt and pure, 
My Virgin Innocence the richeſt dowr. 


To 


to N HOH] RO E. of Surjey, 61 


To You great, Arbiter; of, Love and Wit, 
I fear to ſpeak, and now, with trembling, write3 
Or I forget; or you have often ſaid, - 
Fear, tho tis folly, yet becomes a Maid. 
Our Virtue, with our Ignorance; we loſe, 


And Innocence will want of Art excuſe. 20 


It in yout Abſence I appear too free, 
If my Words ſnou d n with my Sex agree, 
Remember Lovers are not always wiſe, 

And Maids may be too forward or too nice. 
Unceaig if we cer, again ſhall meet: 
Cou'd I love leſs, I might be more diſcreet, 
Yer, try, y Errors, like a Judge ſevere, 
And chide me much, if I A little err. 
My Women, When Jou, Letter 1 1 

Or thought me Frantick, or a Fool believ's, 30 
Tranſported- as 1was,. they knew not Why), 
Nor gueſt, the Reaſon of my ſilent Joy. 


I trove, to hide ic, eonſcious of 3 
But my Eyes ſparkled, and confeſt my Flame. 


A 


- 
_ — = — 
— — - — — 


r 


— ———— — 2 — — SZ — _ 
4.747 


# Y? 


— wy —S . 7 
— 


a” 


40 


62 The Lady GF AEDIVE 
A Secret ſtill I fain would have it be, . 
And fearing to be feen, the more thy fee, d 
They thought” tou Lore, bur cvu'd Fe hl S 
for Whbom £ 

7 
8 


Nor whence the Meſſage, and my m 
Ia Love, by Age, and long Euperience learm d, 
My Paſſion, by their Wealeneſs they diſeerm d. 408 
I bluſk'd or mil d at every Line? read. 
Forgetting where I was, or what I dic; 
YourVerſe; as powerful, as you think, they prove, 
'Tis You, and You alone that uh u Love. 
No Numbers om be ſweeter than your Toogue, 
| Your Voice more moving than your urtful Song 
| So graceful are your Words, & ſoft your Ait, 
| Theyreforc'd to love you, wo to Hiltty dare: Ml * 
My Heart ſo tender; you may ſearce; believe; IM '\ 
And think; a Court His taught me to deceive. i I. 
That You, like others, by my Smiles betray'd, 


x wg Vows which 1 to them have 
made. * bn bah t 72 


” 4 * 1 
Who's 


to H HOWARD E. of Surrey. 63 
who's proud of Worſhip, ot is fond of Praiſe, 
Ne er matters, if ſhe conquers, what ſhe ſays. 
She wants not Lovers, but to make em Slaves, 
And only to enlarge her Empire, etaves. 
This in the Court, and in our Sex you lee, 

So oft, yu well may be afraid of Me. 
Shou'#you my meaning, or my Faith, miſtruſt, 
Your Judgment will be weak, as tis unjuſt, 60 
An Air of Truth in every Page appears, 
And what I ought not to reveal, declares, 

I wow'd/net truſt it, were it feign'd to vou, 
You'll ſoon diftioguilk if tis falſe or true. 

Let who from Slanderin this Age is ſree, 
So thick it falls, perhaps twill light on me ? - 
To live at Court, where Spite and Envy reign, 
Whoſe Fame ſo pure, that Scandal will not ſtain* 
Tho ſuch-is mine, nor by my Foes deny d, 
My only, Frailty is, they tell me, Pride. 70 
In what, did any this my Error ſe, 
Of what am , or vain, ot proud, but Thee * 
| 
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I ner pretend that 1 n phreniee came,” 
Nor bortow Luſtre from Giraldi's Name; 
Nor fancy Deſmond or Kildare diſgrace, 
The Bodſted* Glory of the Tuſcus Race: 
The Line of Windſor and 'Firegerald bears, 
Sufficient Honours if they on me theirs. 
Were my Birth Nobler, or my ancient Blood, 
Tis only your Conſent which makes it good. 80 
Where er I eome, I meet with ſomething' new, 
which gives me Reaſon to remember you. 
At Windſor, when I walk for Evening Air, 
The Shades diſguſt me When 1 miſb you there 
miudſor where oft my Hero I beheld;} j, 
Triumphant in the Liſts; the Terror oſ the Field: 
To Nonſsch Forreſt, when the Queen removes 
In Hewpton's proud Magnificence'I find, 
A lively Image of thy Princely lind. 90 
view at Richmond when che Court is thete, 


The numerous ä Northern Wit. 
} = | And 


to H. HOWARD: KR of Curry. 65 


Abd s Gallery around is lat, 6 HN 
creexwich is ſtill ta my Remembrance dean. 
Twas there we met, Alas | and parted there. 


My Thoughts are full, and every Place, of Thee, 
When the Winds riſe, and angry Ocean boyls, 
I dread the Tempeſt, as 1 hate his Smiles; 100 
A Calm detains Thee, and a Storm deſtroys, 
This ruins both, and that prevents our Joys. 
dlame the lazy Winds, the Furious, fear, 
Or hope impatiently, or elſe deſp air. 
Oh! were you here beneath a Shade to tell, 
The Wonders which your Pen deſcribes fo well, 
So kind the Story from your Lips wou'd come, 


The Toſcan Greatneſs, and the Pride of Rome, | 


The Wonders you have ſcen,we then ſhou d hear, 


With greater Pleaſuce than you ſaw? em there. 


7 


Thus to their Dames, the Grecian Chiefs relate. 


The waſt of Troy, and Mighty Hectors rate. 112 
E © They 


The Toun, the Country, are the ſume to me, 
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v The Lad) CUBALDING-: 


They draw ehe Figure of the Wer, in Wine; 
The oreriii chere, aud there tho Trgas: Lind. 


Were you n preſent with your artful blends 


To ſew how Ferice on her Pillars ſtands. 
Tou tell, or hy your Picture to difplayys'! © 
The. Nuptials of her Prince, het Pomp maxine, 
By you were better told than ever feen. 120 


They're ſuch as yo⁰, who in your Travels find, 


Illuſtrĩous Vimues to enrich your Mind. 
England you honour, and her Peers adorn: 
And Foreiga Habits; and their Vices, (corn 
While Fops iafected with an itch to cogm, 
La their few Morals, and their Wie, at 


home. 


— 


CL bc I TY g: 2 Arbei! 5 


Fond of the Vaoire of different Climes, 


They bring, their Follies back, "and oft th thr 
| Crimes | 


At Komt they te lewd, at ru they are vain, 
In Holland Druakards, | and devouti in Spein, 130 
— ö + » + 4 $4 The 
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to HOWARD E. of Surrey, 
The Fools, who fear to be-deſpis'd; at home, 
Won raiſexheir Merit by a Tour to b. 
They hope, by wandring from the commoaRoad, 
To make: a Figure, and toſhune abrosd. 
"= „ of hat — heard 


And how qheqweeeCared, wherever they've hepa. 
What Ruins they beheld, what waſt of Time, 


h in the 
e een in the Southern 


Whio Sung,who Fiddled beſt, with this content. 

The Fops return as worthleſs x 15 they went. 10 
Their Taft; in Faſhions, and in Airs Tefin'd, | Fo 
They xy choughe was * to o imptove the 


— eee at k | 1 
They well may ſcorn the Region whence they 


But Surrey fo Divinely Great appears; 
His ARions wipe away the Stain of theirs,” . 


To 


A 


ET Fez 


Fy Te Lacy bb U 


To bie the Müſes dans wich Songs ei = is. 
And beg at leaſt, that I wou'd deign to he 


I pleaſe em by approving what · they being. 


For next to Paying, is to cee r 


They want Supplies, nor will a little ne 
By Nature laviſh, as they love to ſtarve, © 
Prudence, it Way is Av 10 Wich the wits 
And Care looks man in any one but Ba 4 


The little that they get, they madly ſpend, 


Still hoping, Fortune at the worſt will mend. 
Their Fame, among their Fellows to ſecure, . 
They think tis neceſſary tobe Poor. 1 
This to the Bays, is oft their beſt retence, 
And want of Mony, leſs than want of Senſe. 160 


Their Caſe, to you, they beg me to commend, 
Their Prince, their Patron, and their n 


Friend. «#11 10 


Wits in your Abſence; at. the Court PERS 
The Muſe negle&ed, and her Sons difplact. : 


To 


to H HOW ARD\ E. of S 69 
To Lou, by Me, t be-reliev/d they fly, 
The Mean wou'd be excus'd, the Great deny: 

Een thoſe, that only by Her Fivour roſe- Un &. 


; 312 n i thre Tore 171 16184 
Hee Prichds, When" Humble, hen advane'd, 
her Fes. gaigidi 1904 0d b SE 


Their Brethren, ig Ne ceſſity deſpiſe, AIP 
Aud keep em down, if they attempt to rise. 170 
With Partial Bounty, rhey their Gifts diſpetſe, 
And Sots are better paid, than Men of Senſe,” 
Who fings his Ballad, who tits iüfick plays, © 1 
Or he chat reads his Poem has a Place. 
who moſt adores em, for # Wit they chooſe, 
And his muſt be the beſt, the taking Muſe. 
The reſt are deſpicable and obſcure, en 
To mike him rich, bey keep his Fellows} poor, 
No Wit but his, no Critick they'll allow, .” | 
And all the Poets Sheayes to his muſt bow. 180 
The Monſter Fadtiog, with devouring Rage, : 


Firſt fall upon che Court,, and next the Stage. 
MES: e She 
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70 The Lady GI RYLDING: 
She ſnartd at both, Her! eee Teeth ſbe 
_thew'd, 10 bi K 4 #3 drow tel 
And all the Miſchief did em x that ſhe cod. 
Fer you, they boch with equal. Reaſon cy, 


fly. Sl BY 
Your mighty aq wav'd their Peace Are 
And Fools and Knaves be ſuſſer d there no more. 
The Building Founded, i in your Abſence lies, 


' With the Ground level, and deſpairs co rte 199 


Your ſelf the Architect, the Treaſure yours, _ 
And Norwich waits to ſee the promis'd. Tow'rs. 
Tis mine, my Surrey, tis the People's VO 
Reſtore our Darling, and ſecute our Joys... 


T be Mules then will to their Sears return, _ 


- \ 4 


mourn,” 
Diſcord and Fagion of their Aims will fil, 
And Merit be prefer d, and Wir prevail 
But what is dearer, what is more to' me, 
My Heart will meet with all its Hopes in Thee, 
15 Ob: 


co i HOWARD B/ of Suraj 7+ 
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- OBSERVATIONS: init ts 
ion UH IT VT Sor T wit wil bus 
V. x. Join Earle, Kildire, hrr Hucefor; a 
Mice h ſecond n, %% Ri of Demon 
were Ae from Thomas Fitz Wiaurtoe, Ly 
Jef leland, Son of MwnrriceFilg Gerald, Se 
of Gerald, who ma- ici the Diugbhim of Recs, . 
bre printer Wales, aud in 4 d Ehr ſorung 
from Walter Son of Oter of Wind for. 
. * N nene IA den BAM & y ® * 
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Vis. Tuche run ef the Dogorf Venice 


on;t'# ur, to go, end by the Sen¹,].ñ in ib 
Gallier, "amd tr ogy Manner to mννjT⅛e Adria 
tick, ts ſhew hereby tha the Sovercignty of that 
Sea # in the Republic. dss Wael Ku 4003 
V. 131. The Poly of ſome perle who ar fond 
of Rapwbling with £5 the ves before, 
to malt their Tyuvelſ iſtſul to them) pa Oced- 
fron to the following Linen; and much more might 
bade Be ſaid on the Subſect. n m wor” fror 
toofſend arainft Gillentyy and Let, which w 
not adm of too much Satyr. Thoſe who" out 'of 
Vanity have wangirtd tos far, art" acrowntable for 
the Scartidal our Cbuntry lies under among the re- 
i Nations, who, hoax they jalge of ſuch 4 
are left at home, by the Merit of ſome tht" go 
abroad, may well tate un for aa birbarows as Cælar 
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V. 161 


7  Theikady Gi RALDINE: 
V. 164, There were ſome Perſons is this'R 
who thought Poetry and palitir i mere intompatii te; 


and yg Sir Thomas Wyat, Si- Francis Bryan 


Sir Thomas Moore, and the Lord Surrey, 
ers rf the Mouſe at the ſame time that they 
neniſbed themſelves in the Cabinet or pig 1 
tte Cry againſt, 4he Fo etical Miniſters was ſo loud, 
at laſt it prevail d, aud they were all puted, 
wet 167. Arather Complai int againſt thoſe Gentle- 
Sow was, that: while they bad it intheir-Power 
70 4. good, and ſeveral fair Propeſels were made t1 
en for the Advance ment of g, and tbe Ex- 
cauragement of thoſe that 2 'd tt in all Scien- 


cen, yet they: flipt the Opportanity,. and forgot the 


Art which had been ſo ſerulceable to them, taking 
#00. much care to get Maney, ah to keep what the 
had potter... Tis ea, ey were well with-1 
Court, and their 22 uy bid a great many. Fault. 
Bus they had in gener od th 2 thoſe — they 
once cheriſh'd, and for che . «ke * one or two Wri- 

lers, abo made their Court te em with moſt Aſi 
duity, .neglefted the, reſt, end mere ſeverely. cen- 
ſur d Fir their, Brethren... They. found when. they 
"bad 8 far their Pens, bog. impolitick it va 
fe be. Partial tow 772 2 2 'd not 2185 them, 
negleci thoſe, who. cod. 4 they. were 
guultyof ud ſuch falſe ene , Tablick Af Aﬀeirs, 
the Bards ſun's have fe forgiven thetr Warte in pri- 
wake ne.. 

V. 170. Tho theſe $53 mere nat N L. 
Vers of Poctry, but perform d in it wit  Reputs- 
tion. Tet ſo far were they from encouraging the 
181. Att, 


to HHOWARD'E. of Surrey 73. 


t, that when Addreſs was made to em by the 
vers for Faveur 75 4 often hindred — 44. 
lucement, Py Tem to riſe ſe, LT l g 
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Death Proclaim d Queen, but her Reign laſted 
only Ten Days. She was in that ſhort time 
out. of her Pretenſions, 
King Edward's Siſters, Mary «nd Elizabeth. 
Queen Mary confin'd both the Lady Jane, and 
the Lord Guilford Dudley, her Hasband, 1 
ſeparate Apartments in the Tower. where theſe 
Two Killa are ſuppos d to be writes from 
one to the other, 4 Day or Two before they 
were beheaded. The Lady Jane Gray ws 
 Daxwghter to the Duke of $ and the Lord 
Guilford Dudley, Som to the Duke of Not 
thumberland. je 


The Lady Jane Gray, to the Lord 
| Guilford Dudley. 


— 


Que from my Lord, I am by Bolts con- 


fin'd, 
This only way is leſt to caſe my Mind. 
This, 


CY 
\- 
- 
(99 KAR, wh MY, S306 2603 
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by the Power of 


to e Lo GUILFORD PUDLET. 7; 
his, in the Loſs of mighty Bleſings paſt, 

; onr ſole Refuge; and, AW! che lat, 

of ſuch as keep me, I demang of Ther, 3. 
s Thou, 1 hett by them; "di ak for me. 
otheſe, 1'make it oft i my earneſt Pray's, a 
o tomy Lord, my deareſt Wikies bei. 
ell him but then, 1 foeak the reſt in Sighs, 
nd they, che Meſſage, and my Griefs deſpiſe, 10 


ey nut the maſſy Doors with ſavage, Care, | 
And what I fain won d ſpeak, reſuſe to hear, 
Deaf to my Cryes, they leave me to my Woe 
Nor ſtay to _ What thou od bah 


koow., 11: —* 4+ warllt! 7 1 * 


No friendly Voice to aden ie mths 
No Wn hut jarring, Doors, and can 


At once for Thee, and for my ſelf, tw.” 
view the diſmal Hour approaching near. 
In Thee, our Foes will Bonet reach wy Heart, 
eee bur wotfero pen. 20 


r e e 
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J 
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76 The Lady JANE GR Ar 
I nowjthe utmoſt of their Malice feel, 
Nor dread the ſharpen'd Axe, nor pomted 60 
My Innocence wou d teach me to endure, | 
My doom with Patience, were my Love Eh 
For Thee my Anxious Soul, is ſtill in Pain, 
For Thee, the Partner of my Bonds FO 
This forces from my Eyes a briny Hood. 
| To weep, for Thee, who ſoon muſt, weep, in 


Now ker thy Virtue in ik Task. be, 1 


Our Foes are pleas'd- the more, the ore we 
r n 01 om 2189! vote | jon, wile ©2 1:98 


Whate er to ſuffer, wel re by thew We 
vet let us never to our Sufferings yield. - 
The Guift was only" theirs, to whom we owe 


Our Life, our Nuptials, lud o our preſent Woe. 
Iaftruged. by our Parents 10 rebel, 
We roſe wich them, asd jnheir Fall, we fell 
Not aur Ambition Tails d us to a Crown. 
Their Pride advane'd ys,,.as it pull d us devi. 
Not 


ot born to Empire; they uſurp'd the Po- r, 
ad hen they aim -d een they brought 
us lou... 1 l 29 265 y meta f. . 
hus Fortuge our aſpiring, — deceives, 

nc thoſe, ſhe flatter'd, in, their Ruin —_ 17 
oat the. things, they had deſign d, afraid, : 


heir Councils dz, and their Hearts | be 
W * . 


17127 


or by wrong Steps to Mary $ 1 ahi's; 


f thoſe . who err ſhou 'd haye raughe 0 our 
Youth, &1 


ad led us ſafely i in the Paths of Truth, 

Dur Error's fatal, and our Foe ſevere, a 
Put great our Courage, and our Conkcienc 
Lo ane 


er Share of Fate, thy Wife alike ſuſtains; 


Our Pleaſures once the came, and now, the lame 
our Pains, © © 


he Smiles and Frowns of Fortune * we! e have 
known, * „ 


nd been as n ; we re now N 
Ano- 


to the LOA GUID DUE 74 © 


5 
9 
i 
P 


7 JAN fi OB 1 
Anather's la; ret, made.me fiſt, hy Bride, 

My Heart rejoyo d, and bleſt out Father's P 
With Hymeneal Song our Pallace rung 
The Prieſta, the Nobles, and the People ſung 
The Houſe of Suffolk was to Dudley's ved, 

And glotious Projets by the March defign'd. 6: 
Love was our end, and we our end enjoy d, 


They with their Projects are themſelves deftroy' 0 


1 Soon broke the Knot, they. AY ward 
break, 


Their Thoughts prodigious „ is their Foxcr! 
weak. 


They put Royal Septet in my Hund, 
An uſeleſs Preſent this, without Kan 


The Crown; the _ nor all the Forms of 
Sway, 


Nor gave us Right, i rior made the Reals obe) 
No vain Dominion, like Content, is ſweet, 
Aud he who rules himſelf, is Me. 7 
Happy had I, and Guilford, ever been, 
Had they ne er foro d ino to be cilbd a-Quees 

Happ 


* 
— — K * 


j 


to the Lord GUILFORD Di DbLRT 7g 
Happy our, Fathers, had they deign'd to hoar, 
Our juſt Excuſes, and allow'd our Fear. 
Happy our Houſes, had their Lords in Peace, 
ol Confulted-to preſerve, and not increaſe. 

ol Ne'er-puſh'd their Fortune o a lawleſs Claim. 
LNor ventur d with their waxen Wings too high, 
boaſt no Merit from the Royal Line, 81 
Tho' noble Branden mint his Blood with mine. : 
The beauteous Princeſs he in Triumph lead, 
And crown d, with better Joys, her widow'd Bed. 
jn ber the long contending Roſes joy dd. 
And on one Stalk their friendly Branches twin d. 
In her the pure Verwilion, and the white, 
Their Names united and diſputed righs/ 
From her my Blood, in generous Chanacls, flows, 
End thence our Honour, and our Folly roſe, 99 
Forgive me- - tis untimely to be vain, 
la Demh, we little from our Birth ſhall gain. 

To 


" 5 FF $5 > © 


$6 The Lad) N ORAr 


To learn to die will now avail us mo arts 
For all Diſtinction in the Grave is loſſ i 


Who, when un Empire is in view wouid ſpare, 


His neareſt Bl66d; and think the Purchaſt dear. 
Who dares to plead Relation to a Throne, 
A Kindom never ſhou'd be clain'd; till Won. 
Kings, like the Sun, cheir diſtant Objects chear 


But burn, whoever dares approach too near. 100 


No tyes of Ftiendſhip can oblige a Crown, 
The Prince, will all the Man profeſt, difown. 
What moſt, great Henry ſtudy'd to avoid, 
Is now befaln, and what he built deſtroy d. 


Edward,” too irly for the Faith is gone, 


And atary next, by right, demands the Throne. 


What Heaven _ andy can _ Courts di- 


7 


vorce, 


OvdtiphiMitogpaiby Wiker 3 


The Creature may reſolve, the God aa 
Who oft _ what the Mortal Wills. 110 


When 


to the Lord GUILFORD DuDE RN 
When Heav'n appears to plead: the righteous 

Cauſe. 
How impotent is Poiver, or 2 Laws) 2 
The Proud he diſappoints, upholds the Meck; ; 
Diſarms the Melity; and ſupports the weak; 
Men fondly raiſe Foundations' on the Sands, 
While Virtue, on a Rock, ſeciuely ſtands, wh 
I Death, my Lord, ler this be thy Supporry a 
The Path i is gloomy, but -the Paſſage ſhort; 5 
A wining Hour will meet us on the LO 
And guide us to the ſource of endick Day. I 16 
Look up, my Guilford, to our Heavenly Crowns 
That till is ours, tho this on Earth | is gone. 
We thither, when our Hour i is cornie,, ſhall lcafy. | 


Meet in the ſtarry Way, and part no more: 
Behold the Regions of Emperial Light; 


We there ſhall Reign, and none diſpute-ouf- 
Right, 


But how can Nature with ihels Hopes ah 
Oc fond of living, we conſe to dye; . 
5 e 
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75 \ The Lad) YANE GRAT' 
How paſs the Vile of Death, a horrid d Gloom; 
And leave this Crown with Joy, for one to come. 


vet if, by Faith, theſe Terrors we remove, 121 
There (till remains, a greater Terror, Love. 
Love oft preſents Thee, murder'd to my Eyes; 
J hear thy dying Groans, and lateſt Sighs, T 5 
'Tis Torture to my Soul, to this 1 yield, | 
And Faith, till then Viftorious, quits the Field, 
feel thy Wounds, thy degdly Sorrows bear, | 
And carcleſs of my ſelf, for Thee I fear. 

To whom, in oùr Diſtreſs, ſhall we repair, | 
Implore the liſtning God, by earneſt Pray'r * 130 if © 
Him let us move, to ſmooth the rugged Way, 
And light us with a Beam of future Day. 

In all our wants, if we on him rely, 

In Life, or Death, he will our wants ſupply. 
By Grace he'll lead us to the darkſome Grave, 
And then, reward us, for the Grace he gave, 
On Him, for Succour, i in our Hour depend, 


Againſt the Tempter, he'll our Hearts defend: 
But 


\ 


to the Lord GUILFORD AY 
But jealous of his Glory, will be Wood, | 
Juſt to himſelf, as he to us is good. 149 
View thy paſt Life, and all thy Actions ſcan, | 
Sec then what Merit thou canſt find i in Man. jp 
To Him with me, thy humble Vows addreſs, 
Repentant praiſe him, and rhy Faults confeſs, 
The God beaificeat, our Vows will hear, 
And will Illuſtrious in our Cauſe appear, * 


Nor Earth, nor Hell, ſhall then our Souls dif 
may, | 


Nor we be to our Foes, or Death, a Prey. 
Superior to their Malice, we ſhalt riſe, 
And Death conduct us to immortal Blifk. 146 


Unutterable Joys reſerv'd on bigh, 
For ſuch as live by Faith, and in its Auer 


die. 
Then, grateful Thanks to our G pay, 
Who calls us hence, before the dreadful Day, 
When Sin and Idols ſhall theſe Realms defile, 
And Flames of cruel Zeal deſtroy this Iſle, 
Ff2 | Through 


*R 


384 The Lady JE or 


— Racks and Fires the Sons of God 
go, 5 
W Agonies of Blood, and bitter Woe, 


8 Happy that we the Martyrs Crown ſhall gain, 
Nor live to ſee the Foe, his Houſe profane. 160 
| May Mey's Womb be found a barren Soil, 
Nor leave to foreign Heirs, this Realm, a Spoil, 
May her wrong'd Siſter, in her Throne-uccecd, 
And cleanſe the Church ot ev'ry noxious Weed. 
May fait Elisa, all her Fears ſurvive, | 
And Peace to Sion, in Affliction give. ; 
Sion, tho deſolate and waſt before, 5 
Again ſhall flouriſh, and deſpair no mares 11 
Again Eliza, ſhall the Faith maintain, 
Shake of the Yoke of Rome, and humble Spain. i5o 


A =_ Name, the martyr' Saints hal 
„ 1 


Thoſe j joy with Sion, who with Sion oricre, | 
Fatewel my deareſt Lord, our end is near, 


Heav'n is our home, wo are but Strangers here, 
There 


There, from our worldly Labours we ſhall reſt, 


With, Viſions of Ecernal Splepdor 1 bleſt.- . 
Farexvel--- and do not of thy Lot complain, 
We part a while, but ſoon * meet * 


\. The Dukes of hen and Wenbumbertaut's Ambitloa; 
PER of their Children's Ruin, 

v. 71. Deſcended from Frances, the Daugheer of Charles Bran- 
an Duke of Saffolk, by Mery Queen Bowager of France, and 
L. Hewy VIII's Siſter, 

V. 1 93 Dig tv alwa man For Daughter Mary wou'd © 

papal Power and 
* 97. The N Nee Kwherixe e 4 
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* es — Dre. 
Lord Guiliord Dudley to Lady Jane Gray, 
Trend, my Love, and hear thy Lord com- 


plain, 

1 lng my Elegy, a movraful Strein; 
Like Swans, "who by a Stream their Fate bewail, 
| And, the Song ended in the current Fall. 

| Attend; my Love, and in the Conſort joyn, 5 
Try thy laſt Notes, and tune thy Voice by mine, 
Together let us ſigh, together weep, 
And equal Meaſure in our Sorrow, keep. 
By Grief conſummate, we our Foes will move, 
At leaſt to pity, whom they cannot love. 10 


Such Words from me, . thou ſhoudſt 
Not hear, 


Nor 1 diſcourage, ahi 10 to chear. is 
Tho io thy writing, I ſuch Virtue ſee, 

As ſhews no Sign of want of Help from me. 
Believe not in my Tryal, 1 ſhall faint, 

Thou my Example, and protecting Saint. 


. ah 


j 


co the Lady y ANE OR Ar ar 
T eourt not Life, nor will I fear to die, | 
But. tremble, when I think thy Fate is nigh.” 
More than my Love can for her (elf, I fear, 
Nor Was ſhe ever to her ſelf ſo dear. 20 
A Thouſand Lives with her, wou'd ſpon be gone, 
What Portion then have I to ſpare of one: 
Teach me ye Powers! to be reſign d like her, 
That 1 may Martyrdom, to Life prefer. 
Teach me with Joy, ta meet the dreadful Blow, 
Nor ſuffer me to fink beneath my Woe. - | 
When for approaching Death, 1ſhou'd prepare, 
I try my Heart, and find Thee always there. 


I Thou my beſt Blefling, art my greateſt Ill, 


The Cauſe, tho Guiltleſs of the Pains, I tee? 
So much I meditate in my Diſtreſs, _ 31 
Of Love and Thee, I think of Heav'a the leſs. 
No Star with baleful Aſpe& did portend, 
Thy Birth unhappy, or thy Life, this end. 
To my own Danger, and thy Safety, blind, 
I, fond of Empire, with our Fathers join d. 
F f4 | Ap. 


58. The Lord GUILFORD DUDLEr 


Approv'd their Councils, and to Ad teſoly u, 


Anti in dur Ruin thou wer't thus involv d. 


As Indian Widows in their Brides attire, 
Wait on their Husbands to the funeral Fire, 40 
Aſeend the Pile; and in the Flames expire. 

I boaft not now of Dadleys Name or Blood, 


Of Peace by him reſtor d, or Ker ſubdu d. 
The Laurels which my Victor Father won, 


Are now of little value to his Son. 

His Glories are in this attempt forgot, 

So much bis latter Deeds, lis former blot; | 
1-b6aſt not of the Heroes of my Race, 
Wich ev'ry Virtue bleſt, and ev'ty Grace. 
Nor of our Infants, in our Loſs undone, 50 
Tho ſprung of Kings, and Kindred to the Throne, 
Thou only att my Pride, of Thee I boaſt, 
And in thy bright Perſe&tions, Glory __ | 
I ner by Courting Thee, to Reign aſpir'd, 

I jv, and Kare but thy Love defir , 7 


1 1 | Fl 


3 1 — 1 


| ng 


ri more acquainted with thy Merit grown, 
I found chat” hone fo well deſerv d the Crown, 
A perfelt Queen by Nature thou wer't made, 
Thy Eyes command us, and thy Lips perſwade, 
And when, if ger, thy matchleſs Beauty fails, 30 
Thy Wiſdom' with refitleſs Force prevails, 
Thy ſelf more worthy, more eſteem'd. by me} 
Than all that elſe, I might expect by Thee, -, 
det thy Lory ben thy ln 
The Virgin was not purer than the Wife. 
And Heav'n in Thee ſo great a Gift beſtow'd, 
Itſelf cou'd'only be a greater Good. 
Such was the Joy, the Treaſure 1 * v 
Rich in thy Charms, and in thy Virtue bleft, 
Our ſelvesin Peace, our Fame we then enjoy d, 
Whom, falſe Ambition, and the War deftroy'd. 
Who to Ambition hearkens, is undone, = 62 
All Arms are ready to defend the Throne. | : 
Happy che Man, whoſe Fortuge and Delire, 
Nor tempts him to Encreale it, or aſpire, 
When 


When, Dudley led the Royal Armies forth, 
Who, doubted then his Forces, or his Worth. 
Our ſageft Councils then advis d the M Var, 
They councelPd boldly, till the Foe was near, 
The Churches Danger juſtify'd the Cauſe, 70 
Own'd by the Judges, and confirm'd by Laws, 


Our Foes prepar'd their Arms, our Frieads theit 
Prayers, 


Our Cauſe was righteous,” but ſucceſsful theirs, 


What Prince's Act, when He's no more, will 
ii or | 


Who has moſt Right, will moſt Aſſiſtance find 
This Mary knew, and this her Friends inſpir q 
Who flackt to hers, and from our Camp retir d 
The Saſalt People, Sufolk's Hopes oppoſe, 

And who were moſt our * are moſt our 


Foes. 
4 


| We wilh'd to know, before to Reign we kney, 


Fond of a Crown, while only *twas in view. $1 
But when poſſeſt, and giddy with the height, 
: we w our Ruio, but twas then too late. 


e The Lord GUILFORD DUDLET 


_ ” 7 -- = -- £&6- 


to the Lady JANE SEAL 51 
For us, who feels ſoft Pity in his Breaſt, 
There, if he loves his Safety, let it reſt. 

So wretched we're become of what we were, 
'Tis Death to think our Uſage is ſevere, © 
For us; the Foe, no Pardo has in Store, 

And but to ask ir, they wou'd rage the more. 
TheRancour of their Souls, enough they ſhew, 90 
Enough the Goodies of their Hearts we 

know, n bet ch 

Whate'er wou d \pleaſe v us, they i in ire deny, 
Nor ſutfer whom we love, to ſee us dye, 


wh Children, and. our Friends, Content uſt 
ar | 


Our Loſs, nor venture once to ſhed 2 Tex,” 

Not the leaſt Sigh, nor one reluctant Word, 
Muſt our old Servants on our Death afford. 
And thoſe, who lately were ador'd by all, 
Unpiety d now, and unlamented fall. 

Here for Protection and Defence. we came, 100 
Our Plage of Honour once, as now of Shame. 


* 


What 


a.... 
* 


51 Lord GUILFORD DUDLEY, & 
What we have been, and what we are, we ſee! 


Theſe er d with Whar we were 
Agree. | 
Let us look back on worldly Pomp 8 


| Our Day on Earth · is done, our Buſineſs o'er, 
For Death,. tis now our Duty to prepare, 
Heav'n is our home, and we ſhall ſoon be there, 

| Farewel--- My Soul is on the Wing to fly, 

Diſdains the nether World, and mountson high; 


1+,” The Duke of Nendumberiand (then Eur of Werwid) 
hg nl np opt pry nr Surry in Norfolk. 
v. 70. defended from Mary che Branch Ge, Daughter» 


N Made General by the Council to ge ugzinſt Queen 


Mary. 
n by his Will, left the Crop to this Lady 
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The Barl of Eſſet bevig offended Queen 


Elizabeth, by coming from his Expedition 
in Ireland without her Permiſſion,” and the 
Earl in taking the Advice of ny Lord 
Southampton, with other hot Men, his 
Friends, endeavourmg, to engage the Peo- 
ple in his Defence His . Enemnzes. the 
Lid Burleigh, and Sir Walter Ras 
leigh, manag'd their Hate ſo well with 
the Rueen, that they got him to be appre- 


hended, try d, and afterwards beheaded, 


while the Queen was in her Fury: Who, at 
tis ſaid, heartily repented of it, and that his 
death occaſin d hers, ar at leaſt ſborien d 
her Days. This Letter is ſuppos'd to be 
ſent him the Day before his Tryal, and his 
Anſwer return'd a Day or Two after. 222 


Queen Elizabeth to the Earl of Eſſex, 


Ir Eſſe» ! ſee how weakly [ maintain, 


The former Glories of my Virgin Reign.” 
| ; Be- 


* 


94 Queen ELIZABETH 
Betray'd, forſook, to write Thee, 1 deſcend, 
And uſe Thee ſtill, as thou werd fill my Friend, 


To Thee; this Favour , 2 the reſt vil 
prove, ; 


Deſpis 'd perhaps, becauſe i it looks like Love, 
Miſtaken Pity, will thy Pride deceive, 


9 rather ſhou'd ound Thee, than re. 
ieve. 


But vain and haoghey in thy laceſt Hour, 
My Mercy thou'lt abuſe, as once my Power. i 
Yer ſay, Usgrateful | what thy: Arts can plead, 
To ſave thy Honour, and thy forfeit Head. 
The Lords, thy Judges, for thy Doom prepar, 
Thy Crimes as heavy, as the Court ſevere. | 
Coademu d already, by the general Voice, 

Thy Friends forſake Thee, and thy Foes rejoice, 
Cecill's baſe En vy. whom he fear d reviles, 

And Raleigh, with malicious Pleaſure ſmiles. 
Tbeir Malice, with their Duty, they conceal, 
"Tis the Queens Safety, and the publick Wei 


Th 
” A. # 
os Þþ * : 


9 m be 1 95 
he worlt of Treaſons, to thy Charge is laid, 

* Army famiſh'd, and a Truſt betray d. 22 

hey urge, 2 Nation by thy waſt undone; 

he Rebels pardon'd, and their chief Tyrone. 

hy Fears they tell me, did rhe Traytor fave, 

nd ſcare win now allow thee to be brave, 

ir brutal rage ſhou'd on themſelves be ſpear, 

ere Eſſex, what I wiſh him, Innocent, 

$0 much confeſt, by one fo much abus d, 

how'le fancy nothing, will be next refurd. 30 

But know, Unhappy! if I wiſh Ther free, 

Tis more to vindicate my ſelf, than Thee. 

hee, whom to rival Monarchs, 1 prefer'd, 

o be the Queens, to be the Nations Guard! 

The Creature of my Favour, Thee 1 choſe, 

0 fight my Battles, and chaſtiſe my Foes, 

arm'd by my Smiles, and kindled into Man, 

hy Soul to feel Heroick Flames began: 

ill then to Fortune, and to Fame, unknown, 


ho ſince defended, and adorn'd the Throne. 40 
Mine 


96 FUN BLIZUBBTH 


Mine are thy Laurels, and tberian Spoils;. 
Thy Northern Conqueſt, and thy hang) IH 


| The vaſt Deſigu, the Martial Spirit, mine, 
The dull Mechanick. Action only thine... 
Thus form'd, the Hero I created, dares, 
Inſult his Queen, and raiſc Rebellious Wars. 
My Court difturb'd with Faction and, Allarms 
My Perſon threaten'd, and the Croud in Arms, 
Oh Faithleſs ! is it thus I am repay'd, 
And thus thou juſtify” | the Choice I made. 50 
What will the Nations; what will England lay 
Who dread my Anger, or my Laws obey. 
Tf chis unpuniſh'd, unreveng'd they ſee, 


Twere juſt they took my Crown, and gave it 
Thee. | . 


$0 fierce thy Cages, ind thy Soul 10 great, 
The Blow receiv'd, thoy never canſt forget. 
Struck by a a Queen, the Migtny Warriour raves; 


Whofe Rage had elſe been puniſrd by het 
3 


ls 


n 
nee, 


Think of thy Inſoleace, ti hk thy $a, 


Thy Rudegcls more ane, 4 Thee, thai thy 


Wars. 


My boundleſs Fury, has ealarg d thy Fame, 
And more my Patience, than my Paſſion, blame. 
Provok'd, to ſtrike Thee, I abus d the Throne; 
To me, Diſhonour, as to Thee, Renown. 
Yet this, thy Folly, and thy Pride, proclũm, 
Wich ſtuitleſs Threats, iojurious to thy Name: 
Rail on thy Rage | is impotent £nd baſe, 
And ſhews thou ill deferw dſt a better place. 70 
But that tlie Wretch who wrong'd me, I deſ piſe, 
And ſcorn to ttiumplt o'er the Man whio dyes: 
How might I now upbrald Three, and expoſe, 
A Picture, blacker, than thy vileft Foese 
What hinders that, thus injur'd, I fotbear, | 
Fo laue Thee, to their Malice and Deſpair: 
G g What 
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Queen! ELIZABETH 
[Whit in thy Actions haft thou left undone, 
'My "Quiet to diſturb, und” ſhake wy Throne 


I cannot, muſt not think of this again, 
Nor, while 1 proſecute Revenge, complain. 90 


57 — who follow'd and ador'd Thee, left, 
Of Favour, Pity, and of Help bereft. 


| How eaſie might my Vengeance be purſu'd, 


If thine wou'd pleaſe me, as thou ſeek'ſt my 
Blood. 


None wou d thy Merit, or thy Cauſe defend, 
if f Rutland were not faithful to her Friend; 

She Gghs and mourns, andin her earneſt prey rs 
Too much of Love, too much Concern appears, 
Nor is her Fricndſhip, or her Paſſion young, 


*Tis fed with Hopes, and has been Hatterd 


—_—_ 90 
In this, if I diſcover thy Deceit, 
Her Grief is not as certain as thy Fate. 
If by thy Wiles; - uolicens'd, thou haſt Grove, 


:* i tempt her from her Duty, and to love. 


New 


lew Guilt, and heavier, : will b thy 
ns 


4333 * wers beds 
ie Queen, by high Prerogative, decreed. 
he Beauteous Orphan, to another Bed, 
"Tis Treaſon, to divert her Virgin Vous, 
pt my Ser vants, and divide my Houſe, 100 
Word engag d, or what have I to care, 
For what ſhe thinks of thee, or thou of her 
Heart fo falſe, and ſuch a faithleſs Toagte, 
ill never be belov d, or never long. 

Oh hadſt thou prov d, as Loyal and Sincere; 
As Eminent in Truth, as great in Wat. 


va thou, as once I thought thou W babe 
en, 


True to thy Oaths, thy Dur and the Quien F 

Did thy proud Heart pernicious Arts deſpiſe, 

Ner fought without me, and too faſt, to riſe, i 10 
Cecill of Plots, and Treaſons might complain, 
And Raleigh curſe his Rival, but in vain, 

| Gg 13 - Their 


_ 


* | 


— 


| bo O BLI A NBT H 
"Their Spite diſcover d, thou mitzhiſ laugh to ſe 


—_ n en Them, _y meant o. 


eee thou-needf got fu 
How Eavy cou'd defame, or hurt Thee here; 


Left by thy Friends, on me thou might de 


While the Queen liv'd, thou loud't not wa 
A 


willing to kelp, cou'd I my | Help excuſe, | 
To ſave the Life, which thou art fond to lol; 
Ani injur 4 Monarch wou'dſt thou elſe d. be, 
But Penitent io Guile, to Mercy fly, g 
woudlt thou fo nigh Conviaion, elle arraigh 
My Sov'reign J uſtice, and thy Wrongs maiari 
How art thou wrong'd, if tis not by ty 
Weight, 

| of. Honours, Wealth, and | being made too 
- _ 

- "Advanc'd ſo high in Favour and in Pow, 


That nothing but 8s Crown cou'd raiſe the 


1 dn Be EY. 


255 


'n Kings; grew jealous of thy growing Pride, 
nd Leiceſter grieving at thy Fortune, .dy'd. 

hiljp, and Henry, and the gallant, Sweed, 131 
With different Hopes, pretended to my Bed. - 
I ſcorn'd their Empires, and repeated Vows, 
y People, I reſolv'd, ſhou'd be my Spoule. 
x wanted Heroes of conſummate Worth, 
To guide the State, and lead my Armies forth 

Some in the Field, in Councel ſome excel, 
ic firſt in both was Eſſex, till he fell, 
Young, and a Victor, yetin Fortune wile, 
te early won our Hearts, he charm'd our 8 
Vor roſe as faſt as he deſerv'd to riſe. 141: 

Thus Loyal was he once, belov d and brave, 


Null be now Periſh, v whom a Word vers 
ve, 


Tell me dis Ceeill who his Death contrives, - 
Or Raleigh, undiſtioguith'd, while he lives. 
"My Mercy thou may ſt eafily deceive ; = 

Repent, and what thou pleaſeſt, Til believe. : 


683 vet 


* 


glam to be reveng d on the Ear), for paſt il i took t 
of him, but never gave it e che Queen ro told her of 


» $® 


: Quetn ELIZABETH 

Yer leaft thy Folly, and my Wrath return; 
Or we too late, our cruel Councils mourn. 
This, tho thy Judges ſhou'd thy Fate decree, 
Enfurts thy Safety, and will ſet thee free, 151 
This Preſent uſe in thy extreameſt want, 
Whate'er with This is ask'd, Pl} Bech grant, 


"OBSERVATIONS. 


vr Cectl, Lord Buy b; whoſe ner) of this Noble/E 
and his Politicks too great or the S open Tewper of my 
Lord Eſex, work'd him te to rs ue — 2 bh Le = 

V. 18. Sir #/ iz6; 'tist emi t 
— himkc Eft he Fate of our \unfortunace Hero: The 

Mighty ard Wal ke Prince James I. return'd the hard Meaſure 
qp him de dealt to this Earl in the Houſe of Commons, of which 

＋ . ** N . 1 vt 

reuter id into 2 Treaty with t e Throne, v 

hig c. 2 large Ly the Queens Favour, qualificd him to do. 

s was 2 main 6 ge iuſt him at his Tryal. _ 

V. 55. Tis ei Ke Earl's Carriage to the Queen at their lal 
Foterview, 2s (uch, as provok'd her to ſtrike him. 

V# 56My Loft of Eſex wi then ln the Tower.. 

v. 86. The Ceuntels by Natal, fam'd for her Beauty and br 
Love for this Lord. 

v. 125. The Earl of * wy Lord br Predeeefo h 
en — Graces, hy Hem in h French Ki 

121½ il. King of. Spa the 

andth- Kirg © Lade 80 Queen \ 

v. The een ſens im Rings 2s part © ag 2 by 
the beſt be fabulous bat nevtt the worſe fot : 
Poetical Fiction. She 2 him whenever N return'd the Ring, 


whatever he then de minded, ſhe wou'd The Lady = 


2 


"after the Barl's Dp." 
* | 8 


. / ⁵ĩ / SO OO ET 


r 


The Earl of Ear to Queen Blix dich, 


Aireſt, and Greateſt, of your Sex, believe, 
Leſs for my Sentence, than your Hate, © 
l grieve. . 
Oh! cou'd you pity me, if not forgive; | 
[ ;hen ſhou d rather chooſe to die, than live. „ 
To Sin, and die unpardon'd is my Curſe, 3 
But Life, and not to be forgiv'n, worſe. 

Nor Ax, not Scaffold, wou' d my Fear create, 
Nor Death, or what is terrible in Fate, 
Wou'd my Queen pity my unworthy Doom, 
And honour with a Tear, my happy Tomb: 10 
My greedy Foes, unenvy'd, ſhow'd enjoy 
The Pow'ry for whieh, your Eſſex they deftroy. 
I dere not on my Innocence relye, 2 

My Queen offended, I deſerve to die; 3 
Elſe my paſt Service, and triumphant Was, 
My Wounds for England, and my frigheful Scars. 


Ges. _ Elke 


{ $56. 7 


ch . Kt of Bf 
"Bs Cle, by we, your Congualt Liight pla, 
Young I was, 15 the doubrful Fight, 
And fore d the Speviards to inglorious Flight, 
The Darling of the People, I return d, 21 
By all then worſhip d, as I now am ſcorn d. 
Enrich'd, the Soldiers, and their General came, 
FP r ſelf with 


Oh GENE Lift for ever, e are now, 
The Crouds, which at thy ] Prelence 1 us'd * 
Where are the ſupple Slaves, who then agor's, 
The youthſul Follies of the riſing Lord: 
Cantemn'd, forgot, they leave me in my Shame, 


—_ e nach, * 


W'uat are their Fuloodaheilepouch or en 
= Lan as their Praiſe, and calic 0 he bone 
The Queen appeas'd again, they wou d adore, 

The Man they curſe ang bleſs him as before: 


* | My 


| — ; 
* E LIZ 7BETEH 1 1 
cen 
—— 7 
My 


Majefly enrag'd, I cannot bear, 
Bur fink; heneach — 2 7 
Learn'd by Ex woe Fans 1p, 
333 mn in 
= | DRIES : 
: hats wat de. have all, 
Will ſpoll "eas = —_ 
1 Bounty 
7 » = vin'd me. 
— hm, wc 1 

pros belov'sd, | 
And xl apy ome, Poke "ny 
me Her — 2 

ith the Queen _— People's, „ 

ws from thy — eee — 
* void, 5» 
8 : 
Ms Widen Aug of Fae, 
* iew the eruel Turns ak 
— W My 
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ny 
g 
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He oft might have prevented this Diſgrace. 


The fickly Soldiers, well might dread the Foe, 


106 2 The Earl of Eſſex me. 


My Queen, or thus, 1 flatter my Deſpair, 
Believes my Judges, in my Cauſe, ſevere. 
My Crimes were ſuch, as Raleigh wiſ d to ſee; 
Not what chey were, but what he'd have em be · 


Death was his aim, and nothing leſs wou d do, 


My Life he wanted, and my Honours too. 60 
Cou'd Eſſex be ſo faithleſs, and ſo baſe, 


The Power you gave him, had he ill employ'd, 
Or joyn'd thoſe Rebels, whom his Arms deſtroy'd, 
My want of Faith, might then have fatal prov'd, 
Which tempred much, you ever found unmoy'd, 
"Tis ſaid, an Army, by my Conduct ftary'd, 


Convince the World, that I theſe Chains deſerv d. 


My Treaty with 7 yroxe, my Truſt betray d, 
My Troops by Famine, and Diſeaſe decay d; 70 


And fear to Combat, when they ſcarcecou'd gy, 


The Peace I gave, Neceſſuy compell'd, - 


Content to conquer thus, who elſe muſt yield. 


to Queen ELIZABETH 107 
My Care had better in my Charge been try d, 
Had cecul 28 he ought, the Camp ſupply'd. 
To me, your Armies Loſſes, might be laid, 
Cou'd I cure Sickneſs, "or cou'd make em 


Bread. 
Hard Fate of Heroes, who * Battle d 
To fall by Cowards, and their Arts at home. 80 
Theſe may their Princes, and iheir People guard, 
If others Service, you like mine reward. 
For who for Victory, or Fame will ſtrive, 
To die like: Traytors, or like Slaves to live? 
| This the fair Crop, the Victor's Harveſt brings, 
The common Gratitude of jealous Kings. 
They fear theValour, which fecures 1 


And hate the Glories that eclipſe their own, 
So Fatal! to oblige or ſerve a Crown, 


WhoUl Court Commands, or venture with em 
far, 92 90 


While trembling Miniſters direct the War. 
Their Councils {till diſtracted by their Fear, 
And Danger ever in their Fancy near. 


Fools; fince to every wealthy plotting Knave, 
"Tis folly to be Honeſt, or be Brave. 


The Bai of Bi. 


| —— grant; 


The General, when he fails, e brees 
Whenever he ſucceeds, the Praiſe is theirs. 

Their Wiſdom theo, the mighty Aion 
And Soldiers are at beſt, bur Stateſmens 


A dull, unchinking Herd of fighting Fook. 


Burleigh be curſt, for tis to him I owe; 
Theſe Horrors, and this Bitterneſs of Woe. 
1 * his Treaſons, and e ah from 
t 
This Priſoo, Seategce, nd Diovan (ama; 
Than whom, there geyer in a State was known, 
A Villaia fitter, to betray a Crom. 


His Temper, Cruelty, and Gold, his Luſt ; 


To Vengeance only, and his Int reſt juſt. 110 


For Him too ſoon, too late, Aug! for Me, 


© 


Whoſe mn Was execyted beſt, youll lee, 


Ti 


to Queen ELIZABETH. 109 

'Tis dime for Eſerb dyingy to fg, 

The Joys and Sorrows of a Mortal Stute. 

Short is the Scene. which he's to act below; 

And Heay'n commands him to forgive his Foe. 

Forgive me Heav'n, if Humane Paſſion's frail, 

And Nature ſuffering will to Death prevail. 

Pardon; my beauteous Sov'reign, if my Rage; 

| Breaks out too fierce, before I quit the Stage. 120 
The laft rude Action of my Life forgive, 

'Twas Madneſs, rather than Deſign, believe, 1 

Sincere my Peniteace, to Heav'n aid You, © 

Whateyer I was then, I now am true. 

No Merit, by my Services, 1 claim, | Fe 
Yet pray my Miſtreſs to defend my Name. 

U not baſe Tongues, your Eſſex dead, .revile, 

Nor wrong the Man, on whom You deiga'd. to 
Bur Oh! what Words can move] you to be | 

7 kind, \ = | of den 

To the dear Reh I muſt leave behind. 38 
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110 Tie b er G, 


At laſt, it ſeems, the fatal Secret's know 
Tho ſure our Loves were harmleſs to the 


Throne. PV 88 
My own Misfortunes, I cou'd proudly bear, 
Yer, my Soul fhrioks, when I conſider her, 
For Her, | a and for our infant, yet unbora, 


And what for me they may endure, 1moura, | 


Wan this tho you may never this Wire, 


#4 3 +5 


'Tis my | Life furety, and returns by Her, 


Whom, the Queen, angel, and yet whom | 
fear. 5 1% 


On my Knees e 1 your Gift reſtore, 
And Favour only for my Wife implore. 
Het Youth, her Beauty, and Diſtreſſes join, 
To move your Pity, in itsſelf Divine. 


protect her Innocence from Cecill's Rage, 


And her poor Infant in its belpleſs Age. 
may juſt Heav'n defend your ſacred Head, 


80 may your Councils, ſo your Arms ſucceed. 


1 
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to Queen ELIZABETH 111 
A better Servant you perhaps may find, 


Yet ne ler repent you were to Eſſex kind. 1 


N 4 
Fw Ts OY of this Noble Earl's, 14 
* of the Kind in kis Days. ; 
he Earl of Efex, when my Lord mar, g_ 2X 
tion of Cales, commanded him with s 
n the Attack, threw his Hat no he 
onders in that Action. 
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Mary Queen of the Scots, had, durim her Mer 
| 3 2 ancis the Dauphin, . Sow to th 
Frenth King Henry II. prevended She' was Hei 
from & Henry VII. X. 
7 Englund, by James. King of Soon 
and that Queen Elizabeth was ilegitinnnt 
| | 2 and ＋ . 4 . and 
\ ing act Babi 's Conſpitacy again| 
; | the wife of the Qreen, were che © e of be 
| Death «1 Fotheringhay/Cefile is Northamp 
tonſhire, where She was beheaded after 4 low 
 imriſeument. The Duke of Norfolk ſoferi 
fer Miſpriſion of her Treaſons, ſupplying bt 
with Money to ſend to the Scots, who invaitl 
aur Borders, and endeavouring to marry hi 
Lai the Queens Conſent. What their Ful 
were, will be better ſeen in the Duke's Epiſli 
and Queen Mary's Anſwer. 


Duke of Norfolk, fo Mary- Queen of the Scol 
| T laſt our Foes, illuſtrious Queen, faeceet 


And Norfolk ſentenc d, muſt to motto 


— 
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to Mat Queen of the Scots. 113 
All vile Submiſſion, 1 for life deſpiſe, 
My Soul preparing for her Native Skies. 
Great, like my Actions, ſnall my Death appear, 5 


Who - dauntleſs,' oft have met him in the 
War. 


Let bloody State: -men, from his preſence fly, 
Who live by Treaſon, muſt with Horror die. 

Let Burleigh tremble, when his Name he hears, 
To me familiar, and below my Fears: , 10 


T'wou'd pleaſe the Traytor, and the Cruel 
Queen, 


Were the leaſt Terror, in my Sufferiogs "wrap 3 | 

But Innoceat and wrong 'd, my Heart dicdains, 5 

By Fear, to ſhew that I deſerve my Chains. 

To Court the curſt Contriver of my ſhame, 

And ſtain the Honours of our Princely Namal 

No- Let bim Howard, like the reſt devour; 

I dare his Malice, and defie his Power, 

What can I hope, from an Lingrateful i Queen * Þ 

ToCringe like cecill, I muſt be as meas, _ 10 
"ep Ciſt 


114 Duke of No 
Caſt in a Mould, as Crooked as his mind, 
In Spite to Nature, he deſtroys his kind; | 
Such Servants, ever may ſuch Sovereigns find, 
Vain'of her Wiſdom, every fawning Slave, 
Who flatters her in this, inſults the Brave, 
Cowards and | Hypocrites her Pow'r maintain, 
The famous Pillars of her Virgin Reign : 


Whoſe: virtuc'is their Wealth, whoſe e . | 
n. J 


To theſe, ſhall 2vorfolt for 4 Paidod bow, 
Sunk in his Spirit, as in Fortune low ? ' 30 
Shall I to Zeicefter, in diſtreſs apply, 
Conſeſs my Guilt, and own I dread to die. 
| Shall I his Vallour, or his Wit Commend, 
Or praiſe him for his zeal to ſerve his Friend, 
| Muſt I to Cecil}, tell my mournful Tale, 
My Gold, will ſooner, than my Grief prevail 


To Moreton---C urſe him--muſt I make my 
Plaint, 


Pray him to mediate as my Guardian Saint, 
N28 55 Ap 


to MAN Queen of the Scotr. 115 
Approve the MufYer of his Lord, and ſwear, 
The States are Loyal, and his Zeal ſincere. 46 
The Senate with Petitions, ſhall I vex, | 
And ſtile their Miſtre(s, faireſt of her Sex. 

Tell her She 8 Beauteous, Merciful and Young, 
And own her Title, in Maria's Wrong. 

If my falſe Tongue, my Love and Faith denies, 
Witnels,- -Whoever hears me, that it lies, 

If, from. my Fathers, I ſo far decline, | 

May Moreson's Death, and CecilPs Fate be mine. 
In either World, Perdition be my Lot, 
Tormented in the next, in this forgot. 50 
What better from a Court, cou'd Ietpen; | 
That acts, as Burleigh pleaſes to direc e 

How can 4 Subject, of his Rage complain, 
Whole Hands, Divinity it ſelf profane, 

Gods! Is it thus, the Nations hon'd dore, 1 
The rightful Heireſs to the Soveraign power: 
Thus, Ft that the e People, their Allegiance Pay 


H 2 wand 


N Duke of Norfall 
Stand of. Ve Traytors! Let the —_ Wien, 
Ard Execute your Cruelty on Me. 


Hide her- Ye Angels ! with your W 
Wings, 
Protect the ſacred Majeſty of Kings. 


Howe er of Me, my fortune may diſpoſe, 
Oh ſave Maris, and prevent her Foes. 


To whom ſhou'd ſhe account, but You, ye 
| Pow'rs, 


At whoſe Tribunal ſhou'd She land, but yours? 
Where Juſtice infinite, with Mercy reigns, 


And Innocence like hers, the _ q Crown 
obtains. 


Looſe Her. ve Impious !- tis 2 Queen you bind 
The Greateſt, Beſt and Faireſt of her kind. 70 
Her Beauty might from Tygers, Pity draw, 
Her Eyes, all Inſolence, bur Cecill's awe, 
Whom wou'd you bring to your Illegal Bars 
You madly judge your ſelves, in judging her. 
Ve Monarchs See how they affront the Throne, 
Aſſert her Rights, and vindicate your own. 


60 


OE 


0 


0 


! | 
to MARY Queen of the Scots. 117 
In Her, the Rebels wound the Royal Name, 
The ſame your r- 2 Wrongs may be the 
ſame.” 


Her Suff rings, ſhou'd the neighb'ring Crowns 
alarm, | 


France, and all Ewrope, to revenge her a. 3 
Victorious Giſe, the Princes of Lorrain, 

The Sturdy German, and Conſederate Spain. 
To ſave a Sovereign, or revenge appear, 

For Faith and Monarchy, are ſtruck in her. 
NoSuccour ſhould the want, were Howard free, 
Nor Hoſts nor Heroes, but have all in me. 
If Earth and Hell, againſt 2ria rofe, 

Norfolk alone, their fury would oppoſe. 

Thro' Troops of Rebels, to her aid I'd fly, 

Or bravely reſcue her, or bravel y die. 90 
Who tamely on a Scaffold, now mult Bleed, 
And forfeir, for fuſpeted Crimes, my Head. 


Tho what is Death, (The worſt our Foes 
can do,) 


To Thinking, how it then may fare wich 
Your 
H 3 Death, 
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Cy dw? Dake of NE 


ven- be welcome, *— 


The ſhame, and en | mould codure. 
Soon will the Pain, the Terror ſoon he o er, 
And ſcarce Marie's Friendſhip, bleſs me more. 
My Soul with pleaſure, to her Seat would fly, 
On Angels Wings, and ſing of you bn high. 100 
Long may your People, in your Reign be blaſt, 


' Your Charms, your Piety, by all confeſt. 
England, when he who envys you is gone, 


Tranſported, may advance you to her Throne 
Like me who loves you, wou d his Death prefer, 


To Life, if dying, he might ſee you there. 


To you were Fortune, ſhe to me were Kind, 

For all my wiſhes, are in yours confin d. 
Hear Hear me Heaven! the Lovely. Fair defend, 
| Oo Heav? a he only m muſt for Help depend. 

The 1 iſtning God has heard my earneſt Pray r, 
And in Lmperial Robes, preſents the Fair, 110 
My Mind diftewper'd, what it hopes, believes 


And Love, my Senſes, with the Charm de- 


eeives. * 


1 1 


to MA Queen of the Scots. 119 
The Clouds are ſcatter'd, and a Golden Ray, 
breaks fiercely forth, to gild the promis'd Day. 
The Monarch, mounted on her Throne appears; 
Her Dames around her, and her Loyal Peers. 
Joy in each Sex, in every Age, is ſeen, 


While Crouds, wich honeft Shouts, ſalute the 
Queen | | 120 


be Smiles-- Oh whither wou'd my Fancies rove, 
Oa me She ſmiles,-- And all the reſt is Love. 
The Joy, too Furious, I can ſcarce cantain, 
To Madneſs, it tranſports my working Brain. 


5 
— 


Come Cecill, Moreton, with your Ruffians come, 
Leaſt Rapture kills me, and prevents my Doom. 
The Splendor dazles, and confounds my Sight, 
I dreamof Day, but wake in horrid Night. 

The Scene is ſhifred, and the Viſion flies, on | 
And Ghaſtly Forms, and les Deluſion riſe. 130 
Behold, the Royal Excellence i is laid, ? 


By Guards, ſurrounded on a ſordid Bed, © 
And thence, in ſolemn Pomp, to Death ſhe's led. 
H 4 Away 


% 


 Away= Ye Gloomy Thoughts, to Native Air, þ 
They hate the Saint, but durſt not hurt theFair. j; 
In vain, Alaſs l to ſooth my Grief I ſtrive, 
| Maria 1s too great, too good to live. 


Away; Ye rude een Fay: Deſpair, * " 


Aſhining Hoſt of happy Spirits wait, 

To guide her to a new, a better State. 5 140 
No Tyrants there, nor Traytors can moleſt, 
Your Reign Triumphant, and Immortal Reſt. 
Amid the Thrones, I ſhall behold you firſt, 
Your Foes, to Darkneſs, and Perdition curſt. 
Ob Thou! whoſe Mercy” $ boundleſs as thy | Pow't 
| Forgive this Fury, in my dying Hour, 

Let my whole Soul attend its ſudden Flight, 
Short be our Paſſage, and our Burthen light. 
Ealarge our Patience, and increaſe. our Zeal, 
len, in thy Preſence, ler us ever dyell, 150 


Till there again we meet, Wuſtrious Queen 
J Faexg!, 


Ob- 


— — 


co MART Queen of the Scar. Tas 


OBSERVATIONS. . 


v. W on Burleigh was not the honeſteſt, nor the beſt 
ſhap'd Man rune. n 5 

V. 37. The Tart of Moreton, a great Enemy of the Scory 
Queen. 

V. 40. The States of Scotland, ſet up James VI. of Scotland, 
ber Son, under the Government of Murray. | 
'Tis thought by ſome, that Moreton was concern d in the Death 
pf the Darnly , the Queen of the Scots firſt Scottiſb Husband, 
but by others, with more reaſon, that Earl Bothwell, who got 
iter into the Queens Bed, turn'd out the other. 
V. 66. The ine ſtill caught by the ambitious and Jooſe 
part of the Clergy, that Kings are accountable to none but He- 
en, and tis without a Preſident, they tell you of Kings being 
drought to a Bar. Forgetting that Henry III. of France, was 
ummon'd to a Tryal by the Parliament of Paris, under the 
Proteftion of the League for the Death of the Dake of Guiſe, 
and Cardinal Lorrain, and condemn'd, if he did not appear to 
anſwer the Charge ia ſuch a time. The whole Proceſs was on 
ecord, till Henry IV ordered it to be raz'd out of the Regiſter. 

1 Peri fine Hiftoire de Henry le Grand. 


Fall 
122 


Mary Rec 1 os t the Dale 1 


ö be all] write They how my Grief 


My Pity, will the Pains I boch; encretlſe, 
With Horror, Howerd, will my Letter fee, 
For all his Troubles are deriv'd from me. | 
From me, his Infamy and Priſon came, 

A Traytor's Sentence, and a hated Name. 
His Zeal to ſerve me, has his Houſe undone, 
Firſt, of his Peers ; and ſecond, to the Throne. 
Thy Fate, Unrighteous, will their Honours wal, 
And Norfolk, Greateſt of his Name, be laſt. 10 
Their mighty Actions, be in thine forgot, 


6 this, which ſhou d an their Annals, 
at. 


Tis thus with Heroes, when the Statesmen riſe, 8 


For Vice, is Virtue then, and Virtue, Vice. 
Hadi 


- 


to the Duke of Norfolk 133 
adft thou like theſe, my Royal Claim diſowwd, 
1y'd tny Frieadſtip, and my Fortune ſhun'd. 
at ill, and Happy, thou like theſe hadſt been; 
The Fay'rite Hero of the Virgin Oeen. 
still Great, tho better in a Grave for Me, 


proud Leiceſter might have charm'd her letz 
chan Thee. | 20 


Far from thy Soul, this dreadful Image drive, 
nd little as thou canſt, to hate me, ſtrive. 
un ay Ruin, /1 cov'd ranforn thine; "7 
Pur L have been diſturb'd with 
By endleſs Terror, and Remorſe purſu! d, 


heir Guilt will on e uur 5 
Blood. 


My Soul at Uberey will wing its way, 
o the bleſt Regions of Eternal Day. 
An earthly Crown, contented, I ſhall leave, 
Another there, a brighter 1 to receive. 30 
WirhThrones, Domioions,and theSaintstoreign, 
o know no Danger, and to feel no Pain. 


LE Aud 


L 
1 


f 


124 MART een of the Sr. 
And what in Death wou d terrible appear, 
Or what cou d tempt my wandring Wiſbes here 


The World, her Empires, and her Wealth | 
ſcorn, 


For other Ends, and other Tryals bonn. ; | 
With Shame and Torture, 1 ſhow'd chooſe to dye, 
For ſuch my God endur'd, and ſuch ſhou'd l. 
No Vile inſulting, nor Reproach ſhou'd move, 
My Soul prepariog for its Flight above. 4 
Were Howard ſaſe, tranſported, I wou d ſoar, 
Beyond all Envy, and deſcend no more. 


My fiok him whom my Love wol 
bleſs, 50 n 


And fure ich Friendfbip « can be nothing lc 
What by this kind Conſeſſion wilt thou gain, 


It comes too late, and ſooner had been vain. : 
From Scotland baniſh'd, and deny'd the Throne, 5 
My Love bad ruim d Thee, as ſoon as nm 
Poor and kmpriſon'd, I cou'd ill reward, 49 
| The Vows "TO my and I with Pleaſure heard 


nn 


3 


do the Duke of Norfolk) 125 
Had I been free, to give to whom I pleasd, 
ie Crowns, the Rebels, and my Rival ſiez d. 
is Darnly once, ſo Norfolk ſhou'd have far. 
On Albans Throne, and rul'd the Factious State. 
ie Realm obedient, wou'd have own'd her 
And fear id thy Valour, and thy Form ador d. 
Thy Native Exgland to thy Yoke: had bow'd, 
Thy Arms have dreaded, and my Claim allow d. 
Oh Norfolk! ſee thy Wiſhes do not ſtray, 
But keep three ſaſer, tho a rougher way. 60 
For Death approaching, ſhou'd we thus prepare, 
To hug the Trifles we are leaving here. _ 
Theſe golden Vanities we keep in view, 
And for falſe Glories, we deſpiſe the True. 
In Scales ill Ballanc d, we our Loſſes try, 
They wou'd weigh lighter, were we fit to die. 
For Nature wou'd her preſent Goods poſſeſs, 
And lights a future Crown for this ſhe ſees. 
Hs The 


ere. 
h 1 


126 MART Queenof the Str 
The doubeful Change ſhe medirates in Tear, 
| Aadfeignwith rue * this be 


Hers. TMs 7 \ vr 
Notchus wibor-ootarmDetwn Refign'd, 
By my palt Follies, I've improv'd my Mind. 
Fair was the promiſe of my youthful Pride, 
Ta Empire born, and mighty Kings ally'd 
France catly ſa me in hor Davphis's Arms, 
As rich in Fortune, as in Native Charms, 
My ſelfa Queen, my Husband'sHopes were mot 
And Europe jealous of our growing Power. 
Theſe V ifons vaniſh'd when the Prince was dead 
And Darnly mounted to my widow'd Bed. & 
Love then with better Joys my Blifs enoreas'd, 
Of allin'D&rvh, Icou'd wiſh poſſeſid· 
His horrid Murder chang d the gaudy Scene, 
And now Ataris is no mote a Queen. 

Driv'n from my Houſe, and from my Kiogdo 


forc'd. 


From him who lov'd me; and [ Lov'd divorc'd 
Young 


e OA Prop . FA VXXz= ..Y wma ww# +. v%*” „ tk @ DÞA vv wy wp} ,A& 


to the Duke of Norfolk, 127 
Young as I was, and then unus d to Care, 

1 fled for Safety, and I found it here. 
For ſafe in Death, my Soul will be at ds 2 
And find what Scotland had deny d me, Pesce 9 i 
Ob Nerſalt! other ways they might have try d, 
As well for them in private, I had dy d. 
Daggers or Poyſon wou'd have done the deed, 
And Queens but ſeldom on a Scaffold bleed. 
The Pomp of Tryals will got hide theie Cult, 
Nor Juſtice be deceiv d, where Blood is ſpilt. 
Leſs hurt in dying, than an injur d Name, 

To juſtifie cheir gentence, they defame. 

Oh woudſt thou think it to my Charge they lay, 
Such Crimes as Innocence abhors to ay.” - 100 
My Husband murder d, by the Slaves I hir d, 
My Rivals Death, they fear I next eonſpit d. 
Gifford with Moreton, and bur — 


Declares, with Babington, and him 1 joynd, 
To kill their Que ae and * 


1 __ | _ Eliſe 


1s MART Queen of the S 

Eliſe gone to ſiere the Britti Crown, 
To Thee the Treaſon he diſcovers known. 
Oh Horror! how ſhall we our Foes forgive, 
*Tis hard but this we muſt, if we wou'd lire. 
If Mercy from our God, we hope to find, 11: 
To thoſe who wrong us, we ſhou'd be as kind, 
Our God, who ner the penltent reſusd, 
Wo dy d to ſave us, was like us abus d 

A Priſon humbles, and Affliction tames, 
From Paſſion and Revenge our Hearts reclaims, 
And purifies our Souls as Metal in the Flames, | 


The Words, A had been Deatht 
er, 


Since grown 1 a 1 oh Paticnce bir. 
Chains in a Minute, will improve us more, 
Than Books or Leſſons cou'din Years before. 120 
Monarchs, Inſtructions from their Slaves deſpil 
And think tis Vulgar, to be Learn'd or Wiſe. 


WithBooks,asChildren with theirToys theypli, 
. Aﬀe&to read, as Hypoerites to pray, 


7 
1 


f 


bew of Leurnlbg and · they need nd more, 
make their Miſdom dreaded tilte their Pow r. 
ith Title reading; fob too much is dull. 
Eiag's a Scholar, and his Slave a Fol. 
ey lobk on Morals;ia5 below their State 
or ſtudy to be beiter, till tos late. 140 
Tiwenty redious Winters ky Blu eur nA 
loarhſome Solitude, and wretched Want. 
books then, and Virtue, they be me wou 40, 
be beſt Compitidns fot # ficldy Uindde. 


o pine ſo mighty, but may 7 fall like. me. 


441 77 * 54 


) nee I wi ; Happy, ' yd while ' Happy: rhought, 
Monarch never eou'd ſo low be brought. 


ow, what is Myſtery to them, 1 know, 


ne er had mounted, but by being low. 130 
Df Foes no longer, nor of Death afraid; | 
tending Glories, that will never fade, } 

I Taue 


y Paſſage eaſie, by my Hopes is made, 


inge, with Confuſſon, in wy Fate ing .. 1 


* 


a die Dule of Mel, i 


130 1 4 17 — ofthaiſcns, Se. 


True —— leave 8 Craw 
Nor yet wou'd be content to miſ him there. 
Oh cou dſt thou leave it in a gentler Way, 

And our bright Meeting in the next Delay. 160 
11227 (OBSERVATIONS: | 


— . Hee firſt Hosband was Geet 
Francis II, the French King. He died young. 

V. 8. Hat Byrond fats the Lcd Dorey. | | 
V. Earl der hel her third, forc'd ro yo edn fe 
ooh wt , Who w gy 
Was To4 
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„ Wallet * * binſ e - 
mous for bis excellent Vein in Poetry, 
for hiy Love to the Lady Dototh y Hate): 
Davghttr to my Lov Leiceſter and 1 
terwards Counteſs of Carliſle : Celebrered 

bim, under the Name of Sachariſſa 
She was one. of the weſt nited Beauties in 
the Court of King Charles I. and as proud 
as She was Fair. There will wt he _ 
Hiſtory expo in theſe Epiſtles, 
Perſons — . in — 


State, * . 


1 


WA. LLER to the Cinnſoif Carliſle 
[Fs ibotright God, who gilds the Che. 


ſtal Sk Skies, 722 enten nA 
Pl herd ch Coy Nymph, and thus his Daphne 
4 Lk 


0 l the tes ber fency Train, | 
1 . fearful, bur the Deathleſ Swain. 
12 She 
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She leaves her little Lambs, her bleating Ex 
| Hals to the Village, 
a HeSings, he : Sights, "He follows her in viin, 


If the Nymph heard kim, ouch blk: 


' Noreaught che Flame of his Immortal Fi 


w# * 


2 Mr. WALLER 


anFrhe God pyrſhes. | 


Her Home the leaves, and hyes her to the Pl 
As faſt as Daphne from aal flew, JI 


WIT. 


From me 50h fly, and Las faſt parks 


. Lyre, C7 TOTS "I 


What Hopes, you'll liſten to my Songs ot me 
A Mortal I, and you as proud 2s She. 7 
At Court, they tell ine, when I ſeek you th 
At renſburſt, I may find our abſent Fir. 
To Penſburſt, I purſue the flying Dame, 
And ever Chacing, ever miſs the Game. 
7o Court, the haſteos from the Beechencbe 


And ſhuns the Benn, wy her Hands 
made. a 3 H 92 $13 9-4 


The Mountain ſport eg Circle at the Gre: 1 
The Subjetts of the Mey, | her ſelf the Quen 
, : | Th F 


2932 
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to the Counteſs of Curliſe. 133 
ie merry Maids ſhe leaves, the jolly Swains, 
ad the gay pleaſures of her Native Plains. 
o ber {elf Cruel, ſpe conſonts to bee 
elſe the fears, ſhe muſt be kind to me - 
our rd, too much ador d, vou Charms 
*I1 e 
0 line in Solitude, and: Live tied, oh 
ow poor the Seryice of ſuch humble Swaing, 
hen Princes are ambitious of your Chains? 30 
uſtrious, like your Beauty, you aſpire, ., 74 
o Conquet, and 10 ſer the World on Firs, 
1us like the San, beneath the burning Line, 
ou rather 'todeſtroy; chan bleſs us, ſnine. 
fierce, vad yet fo Beautcous you appear, 
wiſh at once to fee you, and we Fear. | 
we; will got long your Tyranny endure,  * 
> Dart's as Fatal, 28 his Vengeance ſure. 
ou brav d his Fury, and was once compelld, . 
o vainly.you cefiſied him, to yield. 4 
b nöd ene e 143 * i 


x 


Me 


VM. Er * ö 
In Arms Retellious, you again appear, 
And preſs amid the thickeſt of the Wir, —_ L 
- WhereShow'rs of Darts, & pointed Arrow rain, I 
| The Davger you deſpiſe, the Fight maintein, 
And tide, a Cruel Pleaſure I oer the ſſain. 
Tou ſee the Ruins that your Eyes have made 
And triumph O er the Dying, and the Dead. 
'Death, in your ſoft envenom'd Cunces lies, 
And he that gaxes of thelr Poyſon dyes. * 


Happy. to periſh by a quick Deſpair, © 30 


Whole Life 'you think” 0 little wo you 
„Cars. 18962 nrr ie 


The killing Smart, congented,- he'd eudure, 
Were your Eyes ready as to hutt, 40. cuve, 
Which like aur Indian Plant, at once c 
_ "To wound, the Venom, and ahbe Balm to be 
Prond of your Fortune, your ſurvey the-Spoil 
Aud role ſeverely, whom you won with Smit 
| ts Monatchsy giddy witti'too much d heeft 
By War grow Cruel, who were born for Peac 

| Lon 
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| jars; Young; and Cera, fr ſuch ur: 


; fo fe hi ese, ad cee ue, Der 


to the Counteß of Carlifle 


Love S | 


mult be, 
Who wins the Dame, and frinchs Coptivm five | 
As you, your Slaves, ſo he may you congroul, 
nn 
Thus the fierce Auen in Phrygias Fields, 
ng OP wing'd Squadrons, and by brazen 


Her Arms, her Eyes, the Viaor oe deft; 


And fiog)y dhe ſuſpends the Fate of r. 
Till 2yrebw mocts Mr, nn 
Bounds,” 


Charms with bis You, and with his 4 
wounds. 


Fur as the Glory, of our + Englit Name, 1 i 
Carliſle, is worſtipd. and the firſt in Fame: | 
From France, ſrom Mal and Spain they come; 


I 4 Enrope 


186 Mr, = ALLS E. 9 01 


aum, and dio your, Beauties ing. 
Of theſe, LY - happy Theam, the e Poets ſing, 0 
And Foreigu Incenſe to your, Altars bving, 
— the Gallant, who ſo well has ſung, 


In their own Language „ and adorn'd thei 
t yet n g whos uo N 
Of Proud iberias Dawes Whole march leſs Apes 
Wou'd ſhine. like Stars, ang. better light th 


Skies. 
To you conlelſes, they with Shaine'mult yiel 
By yours, their Beauty and their Pride ex N 
Tho vain ang Partial, i is his Nation Vier, | 
Who every thing, but oo} is French SU 

_ Eaplifle compells him to 14 jult and wiſe, 

auuntauſſer Otuel, as he ſays She's Fair. nge 
And Panter A as her Friend's ROT 1 
Both wou'd by e petit Brighitnels fed, 4 
As __ | lips d, other f r them. 


ö Norte an bite with H - fe 

| Car- 
Ho afl 2 19429? bos his Ag * 
mw,, in ef erate nk 
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to the Counteſs of Carliſle. 137 
Carliſle. he ſywy Jet own d he ne er had ſeen, Ii 
Yet far, in ſearch of Beauties he had been, 4 
A Dame ſo perfect, and ſhou'd ne'er agen. 
Tho in French Authors we are us'd to meet, 
of Words full plenty in a Dearth of Wit. 
voiture s Complaint, is yet as juſt as new, 
That Words are _—_ when he we of 

you. 1 's | 
Weak as their. . is, it ſerves. to \ paint, 
Their Images imperſec, and as faint. 100 
But when like you, a Goddeſs they behold,” 
The Subject ſeems in their Surprize, too bold. 


In Englids Numbers, and ber Native wg 


0 


Soft as her Graces, like our Paſſion ſtrong, 

An Engliſh! Beauty can be only ſung; | 

Their Ladies ſhining with diſſembled Light, 
Thus War. their Heroes, and their e 
Their Courage is as falſe as their Deſire, 
And 1215 . r for Fire. Ws 
To 


„ 


| Yhan kopes 10 have i ua, they” Fight und 


1438 NI. W 2 LZ 0 65 
To Love, to Fight, no better Reaſdhs move, 


Love. 111 
In Treaſon, or bat te, Fae 3 
And as they Love, thro! Wantonteſs they war. 
If Rich their Maſter and his Slaves appear, 
They neither matter what indeed they ure. 

| The Province bought, his dreadful Arms invade, 
me King's aConqror, and the Muſe well paid, 


Wich Pomp. _ Kere Wen u en as 
writ, | 


The Monarch's Cooquets like the Poets wit, 
More Nations have not, were his Fable erbe, 
By the Great Zewi, been enſlay'd, than you. 
The Court you chole, a proper. Scene to-thew, 
How far the Faireſt a excell'd by you. 123 
Where fighing Princes at your Feet ave ſeca, 1 
And ſuppliant Crouds * you 25 . 


Queen. 
for rfuch wy think you are,or ſhou'd have Ne 
By 


— 


to the Countehs of Carliſle 139 
By Laws confin'd, an Empite » yo deſpile, * 
And uncontrouP'd, command us with your Eyes. 
Kings may our Hands with Iron Ferrers bind, T 
With Chains ſeverer, you ſecure the Mind. 130 
Monarchs to ſave their Subjects, ſhou'd employ 1 


The pow „ oben firſt they did from them 
enjoy. 


Carliſle, like Lows, kt 
Too well our want, and your Deſert you know, 
We're till but paying, what you ſay we owe. 
Deaf to our Praiſe, our Services you-ſcorn, 
They're «juſt Debt, and merit no Return.” / 

Were you leſs fair, you fewer Slaves would find, 
And ev to thoſe, to keep em, muſt be kind. 
But when 320006 to your Templecroud, 
She lees em, unconcern'd, before ber fall, 143 
Thinks "is their Duty, and deſpiſes al, 
In Courts you hope, and Cities to maintain, 


And ſpread the Terror of * Reign. 


Nr. AN 67 
_— from Ambition, and from Tumult flies, 
And in the diſtant Shade, ig Ambuſh. lies. 


* wich the Muſes, and the Nymph be 
Pas CIR 
Walks in g the Meads, or on the Mountain * 


And lei upon yoar fr A. * Hou, 151 
As muchas you provoke; you dtead him abere, 


And where you met him once, to meet him fear. 
But kgow-- if Love affects to reign in Shades, 
He aft the Pallace, andthe Throne invades. 
Amid yout Guards, you will not be ſecure, 
When dhe Gad pleaſes to exert his Pour. 

| YouthhiniogSlaves, will only ſerve to Grace, 

| The Triumphs of the Man he means to bleſs. 


8 A dot bene donne re 
For on whomLav e will to 8825 em cool, 


Withour a Title, and ,without a Muſe, 
| | 11,4 bis 3400 * A9 
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to the Counteſß of Carlifle. 141 


— OBSERVATIONS.” 


The Gentleman who recommended this this Subje& to me for 
Epiſtle, | isfo good a Judge, that if 1 have pleas'T him in t 
—— 9 - Mr. — $ —_—_— I — ſure the World will be 

own the attempt my t 
but if 1 may take the Aſſurances of thoſe x Me n Ten 
it, I have not much to _ from the Criticks that ſhall fee 


it 9 
V. 39. 1 Abe Lady Derothy 7 Spd, Drwcger of my Lord Carli/te. 

V. 66. Pentheſeles, 9 — of the Ae, at the Siege of Troy, 
was according to the Fable, kill'd by Pyrrbus Son of Achille, 

Yeiture im his Letters, ſpeaks of the 'paniſh Beatles, and Writ 
ſeveral 1 Poems in the — — Tongue, which var taken 
to be Lebe de Us. 

V. 79. 1 Voiture in e Mr. hrs x Loo | 
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ds, highly the of. this Lady Corli 
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The Cane . to Mr. WALLER 


Wi. 1 firſt Bourilh'din your artful Song, 
wr” Was the . and the oy Was 


thee Court vn fal, ch Ciy of my Fame, 
And the Woods eccho'd Sachuriſſas Name, 
At once delighted, and az d, thiey view, 5 
The ſhining Picture which your Fancy drew: 
They cry'd a Goddeſs, and ador'd the Shrine, 


The Praiſe the Painters, _ the Worſhip 
mine. 


Your Verle, the Pleaſure of the Fair ales; 
And both to flatter me your Songs repeat. 10 
Such s you made me, I believ'd I was, 
And tryd your Image by as falſe a Glaſs. 
Their Wonder pleaſes, and my Youth betrays, 
E 


ö 


| 


0 MALL ES 20 


| fave my Judgment to be rul'd-by you, 
And live, as if I thought the Fable true. 
I mounted with you in your airy Flight, 
Kept her in view, and rexoh'd the Mules height. 
Still row 'ring upwards on a daring Wing, 
Nor thought of Falling,whileT heard hep ſing, 20 
My Hopes as Glorious, and as few my Fears, 
I ſoar'd, and took my Seat among the Stars. | 
In Luſtre equal, to their: Orbs Ireign'd, ' 
Commenc'd a Goddeſs, and the World diſain'd. 
Crowns from myÞect, & ſeopter d Slaves I ſpurn; 
And leſs tam an Immortal Lover ſcorn. 
The Great,-in my Opinion; like the road, 
And him l uſe the worſt, who made me Proud. | 
His Songs ir Brfl; created their Eltcem, 
And firſt L tryd my boaſted Pow'r on him. 430 
He ſuffers by the Deity he" made, 3 
Repents, and wou'd unſay the things be laid, 
His Praiſe, and their Devotion, 1 deſpiſe, 


His Love's lik theirs, 4 Tribute to my Eyes. 
As 
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| To, che firſt Honours o of my Yayo, Fame; 41 


As once an Artiſt, WhO 4 Sutbe nad 
Built her a Shrine, and to His Image * 


* Implorditht, new Divinity in Vaih, 
And Curſt, and wilt d her in the Log 484 ain, 
While / the fierce Goddeſs,” ot tlie Fable lies, 


be Wreich who fort d Her, in her Rage de 
ſtroys.,,.. n be put en % 


Again to, urge yourMerir,' is your Doom. 
This, yon expect, for ycu who male am know, 
What Goddefſes provok d to much can do. 
Nor ist the Poets Priviledge to tür, 


The Pow'r'' he er un. 


y* + * | 4 9 
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Rome's Mitred Nerv. tho their Cod bbb, ; 


* 


The Saints themſelves have Canaoniz ü adore 


The Bull with, Signet Apaſtollick end, 
He's a Spine ſill, tho friendly or unkind. 50 


181 ＋ 


In your owa Language, 1 allert my Chaim, by 


| 
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to Mc. WALLER. 
hate a ſordid Mercenary Muſe, 
10 asks, and murmurs if the Fair refuſe. 
Obedience pure, you've taught me to require, 
om latereſt free, and Guiltleſs of Deſire. 
\ Wit in Love, becomes an errant Fool, 


145 


And quickly, if he grows ſincere, is dull, _ 
Fiction's the Life of Poetry, and thoſe, 

ho boaſt Sincerity, ſhou'd ſpeak in Proſe. 60 
oo well you know it, to be told by me, 

Verſe (hou'd be Gay, and Pegaſus be free. 

He trots but heavy, when he ſteps with Care; 
And his whole Study is to pleaſe his Fair, 
Not to one Path with tedious Pace confin'd, 
But various in his Courſe, and free as Wind, +> 
The Muſe ſhou'd fing of all the Charming Kind, [ | 
Of Flames affected, and her Darts they'll read, 


Php wh the Danger which they elſe wou'd 
re 


ut if ſhe 3 with a \ real Fire, 70 


The Phcenix Muſe may in the Flames expire. 
2 Few 
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Few are the Poets, and the Lovers few. 


We fear for ſpeaking, or for being true, | 
And none, whom leſs we ſhou'd e than | 


you · 
Yet when of Made, 105 of Fire you ay. q 
So loud, tis ſafeſt for our Sex to fy· | 
Wits, as of antient Petrarch, it has been faid, 
Shou'd dye for ſome Imaginary Maid, W 
Their Paſſion Fabulous, and ſuch the Dame, 
And Laura, ſerve for all, a common Name. 90 
The Nymph Divine, the Goddeſs you on, 


In Rhimes are uſeful, and ſhou'd mean no 
more. 


The Sighiog Shepherds, andthe weeping Maids 
And Eccho Regent of the moanful Shades. 
The ſmiling Graces, and the little Lobes, 
The fairy Pleaſures of your ſilent Groves. 


' Your Streams, your Willows, and the dy ing 
Swain, 


Way © turn ſome ane Damſel's Brain. 
| Who 
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Who reads the Tale with $y mpatherick Sighs; 
And the fad Story wets the Matrons Eyes. go 


But when for ſomething Real tis deſign'd. 


Your Tears look fooliſh, and your Sighs are 
Wiad. 


Your gameſome Circles, and your merry Plays; 
May ſpeak your Fancy, or a Poem Grace. 

Yet ſtill the Splendor of a Court will pleaſe, 
While Pride is dearer to our Sex than Eaſe. 


Where Flatt'ry moſt, and where Ambition 
thrive, 


The Great will covet, and the Fair to live. 
To Court the witty, and the Brave repair, 

For Wit and Valour flouriſh only there. 100 
The Soldiers fight, and beſt the Poets ſing, 
Warm'd by the Preleace of a Mighty King. 
Charm d by.the Fair, and cheriſn d by the Great, 
Your Fire it quickens, and refines your Wit: 


Your Sex, have Penſions, Dignities and Pow'rs, 
Buſine(s is yours, you think, and Pleaſure outs. 
K 2 As 
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You thought us uſeleſs, till our Strength was 


| Content to hear you flatter us and yain, 
Too long we ſuffer d you alone to Reign. + 
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As if weought not in the State to ſture, 
And cou'd not be at once both Wiſe and Fair, 
Leſs to out Weakneſs owing than your Pride, 


£ Flo 
* 


- try'd. 


Why may'nt my Lady, ſummon'dtothe Board, 
As ſagely ſit; and Councel, as my Lord. 

'Tis hard, you will not let em there have room, 
Yet yield em up the Government at home. 
You find us eunning; to your Coft, in Love, 
In Court Intrigues, we may our Arts improve. 
Tho Wit and Politicks but ſeldom meet, 
Beauty's more neceſſary there than Wit. 120 
You fear by one Misfottune, tis in vain, 
To tempt by Politicks to rife again, 


X >. You leave the Court, and ſeek the ne 
r., 


oy 4 having nothing elſe to do, you. Love. 
Yo 
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ou ping * pr and when the Song 
5 


* i | came, your Paſſion's gone: : 


fine Employment for a Wit, like you. 
ull Plenty you; with Laurel may be bleſt, 
ut Laurel, is a Winter Green at beſt, 
ho happily the Muſe may merit Praiſe, 
Crownet, makes a better Shew, than Bays. 
o Rivers you, and to the Woods reſort, 
you the Country, I prefer the Court. 
telides, if what you (ay is True, I fear, 

o find the little God in Ambuſh there. 


130 


nviſible to Mortal view, he lies, 
Dn Miſchief bent, by Force, or by Sur prize. 140 


thought, 


No Danger, and have ventur'd; and "We . 
No 


he Dame's made cruel, and the Shepherd true; 


ike Fairies he, you tell me; haunts the Woods, 
i Greens, and Dances on the Silver Floods. 


Tis well you warn'd me, I might elſe have 


if 
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No Stoss no Greens, for Me, if Love is the 
He comes but ſeldom to diſturb us here. 


Saſe here his Vengeance, and bis Threan 
brave, 


[Live Gra and Dis au ho: co uti 


OBSERVATIONS. 


The Stile of che laſt Epiſtle is obſerv'd in this, and and if 
Criticks think tis not natural in = Woman; let em conſult 
e de ſo 


ge IV The Lady I e y with Mr. i 
BA iran Bop ge) everal P of the firſt 7 


for Wit and Quality, kd him in her elder Years, when 
won'd again write ſo finely of her, to which Mr. Waller reply 

when her . A cry as young 

V. 79. Perrarch, d in the a a Poet 
Canon of Padus, and writes much of a certain Lara, generi 
believ'd to be an affected Name fot an i Beauty. 
V. 118. Tis faid, this Lady was a great Caballer in N 

cher lis the firſi Court, and hearing of the King's Intention to fie 
— Five Members, ſhe gave them notice to eſcape, which t 

id. 
V. 121. Mr. Waller was a Member of the Long Parlian 
and at firſt zealous for Liberty, but - being Proof — 
the Lemptatians of the Court at Oxford, he betray d the Parli 
ment's Councells to the King, for which he was d ant rol 
victed, and hardly got off for a Fine of ooo 
which laſted till the 
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